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To Mrs. ABIN GT ON. 


MabAM, 


Yo U will be ſurpriſed, at this 
diſtance of time, and in this public manner, 
to receive an anſwer to a very polite Letter, 
which you addreſſed to me in the courſe 
of the laſt Summer at Yarmouth. In a 
ſtrain of vivacity, which always belongs to 
you, you invite me to write again for the 
Stage. You tell me, that having gone 
through the Comedies of THE way To 
KEEP HIM, ALL IN THE WRONG, and THREE 
WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE, you now want 
more from the ſame hand. I am not 
bound, you ſay, by my reſolution, ſignified 
in a Prologue about ten years ago, to take 
my leave of the Dramatic Muſe. At the 
perjuries of Poets, as well as Lovers, Jove 
laughs; and the Public, you think, will 
be ready to give me a general releaſe from 
the promiſe. All this 1s very flattering. 
If the following Scenes, at the end of 


Five 


—— — — — 


V1 DEDICATION. 


Five and Twenty years, ſtill continue to 
be a part of the public amuſement, I knO 
to what cauſe I am to aſcribe it. Thoſe 
Graces of Action, with which you adorn 
whatever you undertake, have given to 
the Piece a degree of brilliancy, and even 
novelty, as often as you have repeated it. 
I am not unmindful of the Performers who 
firſt obtained for the Author the favour 
of the Town: a GARRICK, a YATES, a 
C:irzErg, united their abilities; and who 
can forget Mrs. CLIVE? They have all 
paſſed away, and the Coup might have 


paſſed with them, if you had not ſo fre- 


quently placed 1t in a conſpicuous light. 


The truth is, without ſuch talents as 
yours, all that the Poet writes 1s a dead 


letter. He deſigns for repreſentation, but 
5 P 


it is the Performer that gives to the 
draught, however juſtly traced, a form, 
a {pirit, a countenance, and a mind. All 
this you have done for the Wibow BELL- 
MOUR; and that excellence in your art, 
which you are known to poſſeſs, can, no 

doubt, 


DE DICAT ION. VII 


doubt, lend the ſame animation to any 
new Character. But alas! I have none 
to offer. That Tinder in the Poel mind, 
which, as Doctor YouxG lays, ales fire {rom 
every ſpark, I have not tound, even though 
you have endeavoured to kindle the flame, 
Could I write, as you can act, I thould be 
proud to obey your commands : but after 
a long diſuſe, how ſhall I recover the train 
of thinking neceſſary for plot, humour, 
incident, and character ? 


In the place of novelty, permit me to 
requeſt that the Way 10 Keep Him may be 
inſcribed to you. You are entitled to it, 
Madam ; for your talents have made the 
Play your own. A Dedication, I grant, at 
this period of time, comes rather late; but 
being called upon for a new edition, I have 
retouched the Dialogue, and perhaps ſo 
reformed the whole, that, in it's preſent 
ſtate, it may be deemed leſs unworthy of 
your acceptance. It is, therefore, my with, 
that this Addreſs may in future attend 
the Comedy, to remain (as long as ſuch a 

4 thing 


0 22 
lf viii DEDICATION. | 
lit thing can remain) a tribute due to the s 
1 GENIUS or Mrs. ABING TON, and a mark 
| | of that eſteem, with which I ſubſcribe 
11 
| Madam, 
Your real Admirer, 
And moſt obedient Servant, 
Lixvcolx's-Jxx, 5 
25th Nov. 1785, ARTHUR MURPHY, 
| 
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Ut ameris, amahilis eſto: 
j Quod tibi non facies, ſolvave forma dabit. 
Ovin. 


Nam facit ip ſuis interdum ſæmina fattis, 

Morigeriſque modis, et mundo corpore cultu, 

Ut facile inſueſcat ſecum vir dc re vitun. 
Vor. III. A LucRET, Lis. 4 
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3 
PR LO O UE. 
Spoken by Mr. HoLLanp. 


4 JJ/ HEN firſt the haughty critics dreadfull rage, 


With Gothic fury, over-ran the ſtage, 
Then ard roſe, and ſtrove with varied art 
To gain the ſoft acceſſes to the heart. 


bro all the tuneful tribe th infection flew, 
And each GREAT GENTUs—bhis petition drew ; 
In forma pauperis adde the pit, 
: With all the gay antitheſis of wit. 
Their ſacred art poor poe's own'd a crime; 
' They ſigb'd in ſimile; they bod in rhyme, 
Tor charity they all were forc'd to beg; 

And ev'ry Prologue was © a wooden leg.” 


Next theo a kordy, manly race appear 4, 
Ii ho knew nc dulineſs, and no critics feor'd. 


' From Nature's ftore each curious tint they drew, 


* They boldly held the piece e c vie: 


« 7g! gere „ exact proportion] juſt deſio 


Tue bold relief ! and the unerring line. 


e Mark in ſoſt union bow the colours Tak. ! 
c This, Sins, you will, or this you ought l lite. 


They bid deſiance to the foes of wit, 
| « Scatter'd like rat/bane up and down the p11.” 


' 


; 


Such protozues were of yore; cu] bard toni. 


| Diſdains a 2 ſe compaſſion to excite : 


Nor too ſecure vo judgment would oppoſe; = 
He packs no jury, AND, HE DREADS NO TOES. 
' To govern here no party can expect? ; 
Au audici: Ce WIN, Preſerve US Wn reſpeft. 

Ta caleb it e. fork, 5 that miſeuid: the ar, 


| From triſtes ſpring, and end in latina care, 


Our auler aims; nor this alone he tries, 
but es freſs 06jets, and HeW Manners ., 
He bids bs canve/s glow with variats dye 


A 2 | .H8 Leere 
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Where ſenſe and folly mix in dubious ſtrife, 
Alternate riſe, and ſtruggle 7nio life. 

Judge if with art the mimic flirokes ve 6lend ; 
If auiicably light and fhude contend ; 

The nenta features if he trace with ſhrill ; 
See the piece firſt, then DASIN it if you will. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
LovEMORE, Mr. GaR RICK. 
Sim Bas$HFurr ConSTANT, Mr. Yarsts. 
Siz BRILLIANT Fas ron, Mr. PALMER. 


WILLIAM, Serv. to LovemoRt, Mr. KING. 
SIDEBOARD, Serv. to SiR Ban. Mr. Ackman 
Poury, a Black Boy, &c. 


WO M- £E: Neo 


The Widow BILMoun, Mrs. CIBBER. 
Mrs. LovEMORE, Mrs. LArks. 
LADY CovsTaNT, | Mrs. Davies. 
H N. ald * E— % 
Muvs:.1n, Maid to Ms. Lov W 
MORT, _ 
o NET, Maid to the Wi-| , | : 
Mios , 0 Miſs Brapsnaw, 
BOW. 
RNiSH, Maid to Labpy Con- : 
Fox F d to L Co \ Miſs HippisLEY., 
STANT, 
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THE 
WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


= A-C-T the FIRST. 


Scene, an APARTMENT in LOVEMORE's Hovsk: 


WiLLIaM and SIDEBOARD, diſcovered at a Game of 
: 


Cards. 

| ON WILLIAu. 
; X PLAGUE go with it! I have turned out my 
i game: Is forty ſeven good? 
* | SIDEBOARD, 

| WILLIAu. 
4 Confound the cards! tierce to a queen? 
ODE SIDEBOARD. 
ks 
— 3 | 

; WILLIAM. 


W. | 
FO : There again! ruined, ſtock and block: nothing 
SLEY, can ſave me. I don't believe there is a footman in 
England plays with worſe luck than myſelf. Four 
: aces are fourteen, 


A 3 SIDE - 
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SIDEBOARD. 


That's hard, cruel by Jupiter! Aces againſt me 
every time. | 


WiLLIaM. 
Four aces are fourteen : fiſteen. (Plays) 


SIDEBOARD, 
There's your equality. 


WILLIAM. 


Very well: I turned out my point. Sixteen, 
(Plays) ſeventeen. (Plays.) 


Enter MUSLIN. 


MusLI1N. 


There's a couple of you, jndeed ! You are fo fond 
of the vices of your betters, that you are ſcarce out 
of your beds, but you mult imitate them and their 
profligate ways. Set you up forſooth! 


WILLIAM. 
Prithee, be quiet, woman, do. Eighteen. (Plays) 


MusLin. | 
Upon my word !-—-With your uſual caſe Mr, 
Coxcomb. 
WILLIAM. 


Manners, Mrs. Muſlin: you ſee Mr. Sideboard | 
here; he is juſt come on a meſſage from Sir Baſhful! 
Conſtant. | 


* 


E 5 . 7 
| * Conſtant. Have ſome reſpect for a ſtranger. Nine- 
teen, clubs. —( Plays.) 


MusLIN. 


me 


It would become Mr. Sideboard to go back witli 
his anſwer, and it would become you to ſend my 
Lady word 


WILLIAM. 


Command your tongue, Mrs. Muſlin : you'll put 
me out. What ſhall I play ?—He will go back with 
his anſwer in good time. Let his maſter wait till it 

teen. ſuits our conveniency. Nineteen, clubs: where ſhall 
I go now? 


MusLIx. 


"Hare done with your folly, Mr. Impertinent. My 
Lady deſires to know 


fond 

pa WILLIAM. 

their I tell you, woman, my maſter and I deſire to have 
nothing to do with you and your Lady, Lene 
diamonds. (Plays) 

Jays) Most1v. 


But I tell you, Mr. Brazen, that my Lady deſires 
to know at what hour your maſter came home laſt 
Mr. night, and how he does this morning ? 


WILLIAM. 


Ridiculous! Don't diſturb us with that nonſenſe 
zoard now: you lee I am not at leifure. I and my maſter 
hfull are reſolved to be teazed no more by you; and fo 
tant. Mrs. Go-between, you may return as you came, 
4 A 4 What 
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What the devil ſhall I play? We will have nothing 


to do with you, I tell you. 
| 


MusLin. 


You'll have nothing to do with us! But you ſhall | 
have to do with us, or I'll know the reafoh why. 
(She ſnatches the cards from him, and throws them about.) 


WILLIAM. 


Death and fury! this meddling woman has de- 
ſtroyed my whole game. A man might as well be 
married, as be treated in this faſhion, 


SIDEBOARD. 


I ſhall ſcore you for this, Mr. William : I was ſure 
of the cards, and that would have made me up. 


WILLIAM. 


No you'll ſcore nothing for this. You win too 
much of me. Iam a very pretty annuity to you. 


SIDEBOARD. 


Annuity ſay you? I loſe a fortune to you in the 
courſe of the year. How could you, Mrs. Muſlin, 
behave in this ſort to perſons of our dignity ? 


_ Musr in. 
Decamp with your dignity ; take your anſwer to 
your maſter ; turn upon your rogues heel, and rid the 


| houſe. 


\ S1DEBOARD. 
I ſhan't difpute with you. I hate wrangling: I 


leave that to lawyers and married people; they have N 
nothing elle to do. Mr. William, I ſhall let Sir 
Bathfull © 


„ 


+ 


o 


ſure 


100 
U. 


1 the 
iſlin, 
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X paſhfull know that Mr. Lovemore will be at home 
for him. 
your revenge. 
I I promiſe you a glaſs of choice Champaigne : it hap- 


When you come to our houte, I'll give you 
We can have a fnug party there, and 


pens to be a good batch; Sir Baſhfull gets none of 
It: I keep it for my own friends. Au revoir. 


{ Exit. 
WILLIAu. (70 MusLIx.) 
You ſee what miſchief you have made. 


MusLin. 


Truce with your foolery, and now, Sir, be o 
obliging as to {end my Lady an anſwer to her quct- 


tions? How and when your rakehelly maſter came 
home laſt night? 


maſter will be the death of me at laſt. 


er to 
d the 


B 

have 
et Sir 
ſhſul 


| WILLIAM. 
I'll tell you one thing, Mrs. Muſlin; you and my 


In the name 
of charity, what do you both take me for? What- 
ever appearances may be, I am but of mortal mould; 
nothing ſupernatural about me, 


Mus1i1v. 
Upon my word, Mr. Powder Puff! 


WILLIAM. 


I have not, indeed; and ſleſh and blood, let me tell 
you, can't hold it always at this rate, I can't be for 
ever a ſlave to Mr. Lovemore's eternal frolicks, and 
to your ſecond hand airs. | 


MrsLty, 


Second-hand airs ! 
WII 1. 
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WILLIAM. 

Yes, ſecond-hand airs! you take them at your 
ladies toilets with their caſt gowns, and ſo you de- 
ſcend to us with thern.—And then on the other hand; 
there's my maſter !—Becauſe he chuſes to live upon 
the principal of his health, and fo run out his whole 
ſtock as faſt as he can; he muſt have my company 
with him in his devil's dance to the other world ! 
Never at home till three, four, five; ſix in the morn- 


ing. 
MuslIx. 
Ay, a vile ungrateful man! always ranging abroad, 
and no regard for a wife that doats upon him. And 
your love for me is all of a piece. I have no patience 
with you both; a couple of falſe, perfidious, aban- 
doned profligates ! 


WILLIAUu. 

Hey! where is your tongue running? My maſter, 
as the world goes, is a good ſort of a civil kind of a 
huſband; and I, heaven help me ! a poor ſimpleton 
of a conſtant, amorous puppy, who bear with all the 
whims of my little tyrant here. Come and kiſs me, 
you jade, come and kils me. 


MuusL1v. 

Paws off Cœſar. Don't think to make me your 
dupe. I know when you go with him to this new 
lady, this Bath-acquaintance ; and I know you are as 
falſe as my maſter, and give all my dues to your Mrs. 
Mignionet there. 


WILLIAM. 


Huſh! not a word of that. I am ruined, preſſed, 
and 


1 n 
— * 
R q 
* 1 % 7 


there, and J attend him. 
I, what time will you pleaſe to want me? 
the hour, and ] ſtrut by Mrs. Mignionet, without fo 
much as tipping her a ſingle glance. 
watering at the mouth, and a pretty fellow that, ſays 
ſhe: Ay, gaze on, ſay I, gaze on: I know waat you 
would be at: You would be glad to have me: Bur 
ſour grapes, my dear; and ſo home I come, to che- 
riſh my own lovely little wanton: you know I do, 
and after toying with thee, I fly back to my maſter, 
later indeed than he appoints, but always too ſoon 
for him. He is loth to part: he lingers and dangles, 
and I ſtand cooling my heels. 


pitch ſuch a life. 


A FNF, fx 


\ and ſent on board a Tender directly, if you blab that 
I ] truſted you with that ſecret. 
with falſchood !—injuſtice and ingratitude. 


But to charge me 
My 
maſter, to be ſure, does drink an agreeable diſh of 
tea with the widow. He has been there every even- 
ing this month paſt. How long things are to be in 
this train, heaven only knows. But he does viſit 
I aſk my maſter, Sir, ſays 
He fixes 


She ſtands 


Oh! to the devil I 


MusLiv. 
Why don't you ftrive to reclaim the vile man? 


WILLIAM. 
Softly; not fo faſt. I have my talent, to be 


- ſure; yes, I muſt acknowledge ſome talent. But 
can you ſuppoſe that I have power to turn the drift 
of his inclinations ? 
and lead him as I pleaſe? 
wife? 


Can I give him a new taſte, 
And to whom? To his 


Ridiculous! A wife has no attraction 


now; the fpring of the paſſions flies back; it won't 


MrusL1N« 
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MusLix: 


Fine talking! and you admire yourſelf for it, don't 
you? Can you proceed, Sir? 


WILLIAM. 


I tell you a wiſe is out of date: the time was, but 
that's all over; a wife 1s a drug now; mere tar-wa- 
ter, with every virtue under heaven, but nobody takes 
it. 

Mustiv. 


Have done, or I'll print theſe ten nails upon your 
rogue's face. 


WILLIAu. 
Come and kiſs me, I ſay. 


MusLiv. 
A fiddleſtick for your kiſſes, while you encourage 


your maſter to open rebellion againſt the beſt of 


WIVES, 


WILLIAM. | 
I tell you it's all her own fault. Why does not 


ſhe ſtudy to pleaſe him as you do me? Come, and 
throw you arms about my neck. | 


MusLin. 
As I uſed to do, Mr. Impudence ? 


WILLIAM. 


Then I rruft force you to you own good. (kiſſes 
ber) Pregnant with delight! egad, if my maſter was 
not in the next room (bell rings.) 

Mrs- 
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MrvsL1x. 


Huſh ! my Lady's bell: how long as he been up ? 


W1LLIAM, 


He has been up—(kiſſes ver) 'Seath ! you have 
ſet me all on fire. (ki/fes her.) 


Musr..1v. 


There, there; have done now; the bell rings 
again. What muſt I ſay? When did he come home? 


WILLIAM. 


He came home (kiſſes ker) he came home at 
five this mornin damned himſelf for a blockhead 
(He s Went i; ped in a ſuriy humour; was tired 
of himſelf and every body cg. (bell rings, he kijjes 
her.) And he is now in tip top ſpirits with Sir Bril- 
liant Faſhion in that room  yonder. 


MusLiNn. 


Sir Brilliant Faſhion? I wiſh my Lady would 
mind sha he tays to her- ou great bear! you have 
given me ſuch a fluſh in my face! (zakes a pocket 
looking glaſs) I look pretty well, I think. There 
(ties kin) have done, and let me begone. 

Exit, 


WILLIAM. 


There goes high and low life contraſted in one 
perſon. Shas net dived to the bottom of my maſ- 
ter's lecrets, 2 5 one good thing. Vhar ſhe Ln 
e' biao, We all hear of this widow from 
Bath: but the plot lics deeper than they are aware 


of 
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of. Enquire they will; and let 'em, ſay I; their 
anfwer will do 'em no good. © Mr. Lovemore viſit 
© the widow Bellmour !” We know © no ſuch per- 
« fon.” That's what they'll get for their pains. 
Their puzzle will be greater than ever, and they may 
ſit down to chew the cud of diſappointed malice. 
Huſh ! my maſter and Sir Brilliant: I'll take care of 
a ſingle rogue, and get me out of their way. 


[ Exit, 
Enter LovzMoRE aud SIR BaillLIanT. 


LoveMoRe. 


My dear Sir Brilliant, I muſt both pity and laugh 
at you. Thou art metamorphoſed into the molt 
whimitcal being! | 


Sin BRILLIANT. 


If your raillery diverts you, go en with it. This 
is always the caſe: apply for ſober advice, and your 
friend plays you of with a joke. 


LovEMORE. 


Sober advice! very far gone indeed. There is no 
ſuch thing as talking ſobcrly to the tribe of lovers. 
That eternal abſencè of mind that poſeſſcs you all! 
There is no ſociety with you. I Was damnable com- 
pany myſclf, when I v 6s one o the pining herd: 
but a doſe of matrimony has cooled me pretty hand- 
ſomely; and here comes repetatur Hallſtus. 


Euter MusLIN. 


Musrix. 


My Lady ſends her compliments, and begs to 
know how you Go this morning. 


% 


LovE- 


their 


viſit 
per- 
ains. 
may 


re of 


xit, 


augh 
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LOVEMORE. (ade 1 SIX BRILLIANI.) 


The novelty of the compliment! is enlivening—Tt 
js the devil to be teazed in this manncr.— hat did 
you ſay, child? 


MusL1N. 
My Lady hopes you find yourſelf well this morn- 
ing. 


Lovxuokk. 


Ay, your Lady: — give her my compliments, and 
tell her— tell her I hope ſhe is well, and—(yawns.) 


molt _ - 


This 


your 


is no 
vers. 
all! 
om - 
erd : 


and- 


| 4 


MusLIN. 


She begs you won't think of going out without ſce- 
ing her. 


LoveMoRE. 
Io be ſure, ſhe has ſuch variety every time one ſees 
her my head aches woefully—tell your lady ſhall 
be glad to ſee her; I'll wait on her---( 5 tell her 
; - what you will. 


MusLivn. 


A brute !- -I ſhall let my lady know, Sir. 
| [ Exit, 


LovemoRE. 


My dear Sir Brill:ant, you ſee me an example be- 
fore your eyes. Put the widow Bellmour out of your 
head, and let my Lord Etheridge be the victim for 
0 en | 


Six 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 

Poſitively no; my pride is picqued. My Lord 
Etheridge Hall find me a more formidable rival than 
he imaz-.nes. By che way, how long has the noble 
Peer been 1 in England ? 


LovizMoOReE. 
His motions are unknown to me.—(afide) I don't 
like that queſltion.—-iiis Lordſhip is in France, is 
not he? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


No; he 1s certainly returned. The match 1s to 
be concluded privately. —He viſits her ing. 


LovemorE. (forcing à laugh.) 

Oh! no; that can't be; my Lord Etheridge 
loves parade. 1 cannot help laughing. The jea- 
louſy of you lovers is for cver conjuring up phan- 
roms to torment yourſelves, My deer Sir Brilliant, 
wait for realities; there are enough in lite, and you 
may teach your fancy to be at relt, and give you no 
further trouble. 


Six BRILLIANT. 


Nay, don't let your fancy run away with you. 
What 1 weil you, is the real truth, 


LOVEMORE. 
Well, if it be true, and if Lord Etheridge is come 


to England to marry, do you go to France not to 


marry, and you will have the belt of the bargain. 


Eule 


4 
24 
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Lord 
than 
10ble 


don't 
ce, is 


1s to 


eridge 
e jea- 
phan- 
lliant, 
d you 


Ou Nv 


h you. | 


S Come 


nor co 
ain. 


Eule 


A 
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Enter WILLIAM. 


WILLIAM. 


Sir Baſhfull Conſtant is in his chariot at the upper 


end of the ſtreet, and if your Honour is at leiſure, he 
will wait upon you. 


LovEeMORE. 


Have not 1 ſent him word I ſhould be at home? 
Let him come as ſoon as he will. | Exit William] 
Another inſtance, Sir Brilliant, to deter you from all 
thoughts of matrimony. 


SIR BRILLIANT, 


Po! hang him; he his no precedent for me. A 
younger brother, who lived in middling life, comes 
to a title and an cſtate on the death of a conſumptive 
Baronet ; marries a woman of quality, and now car- 
ries the primitive ideas of his narrow education into 
high life. Don't you remember when he had cham- 
bers in Fig tree court, and uſed to ſaunter and lounge 
away his time in Temple Coffee houſes ? The fellow 
is as dull as a bill in chancery. 


LOVTMORE. 
But he is improved ſince that time. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Impoſſible; don't you fre how he goes on? IIe 
knows nothing of the world; if his eyes meet Yours, 
he bluſhes up to his cars, and looks ſulpicious, as if 
he imagined you have a deſign upon him, 
Vol. III 


B Love- 
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LovEMORE. 


I can explain that part of his character. He has 
a mortal averſion to wit and raillery, and dreads no- 
thing ſo much as being laughed at for being particu- 
lar, | 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


And fo, fearing to be ridiculous, he becomes ſub- 
ſtantially ſo every moment. 


LovrmMoRe. 


F'ven ſo, and if you look at him, he ſhrinks back 
from your obſervation, caſting a ſly, flow, jealous 
cye all round him, like Miſs Bumpkin in a country 
village, aukwardly endeavouring to conceal what 


the increaſe of her ſhape diſcovers to the whole pa-. 
riſh. 


Si. 
SIR BRILLIANT. th 


And then his behaviour to his lady! 


LovemoRE. 


Why, as to that point, I don't think he hates her. 
His fear of ridicule may be at the bottom. He ha | 
ſtrange notions about the dignity of a huſband. ſce 
There is a ſecret, which he would fain tell me, and 
yet he is ſhy, and he hints, and he hefitates, and then 
he retreats back into himſelf, and ends juſt where h. ( 
began. But with all his faults, he has fits of good 
nature. There ;—his charior's at the door, 


SIR BRILLIANT. 8 


Lady Conſtant, you mean, has fits of good nature, ©? 
Have you made any progrels there? . 


Love 


A O d. 


LovEMORE, 


19 


as That's well from you, who are the formidable 
man in that quarter. 
u- 
SIR BRILLIANT. 
Oh! no; poſitively, no pretence, no colour for 
| 
b- It. 
LovemoRE, 
Don't I know that you have made advances ? 
ck | 
Cows SIR BRILLIANT. 
try Advances! I pity my Lady Conſtant, and 
hat 
ba- LOVEMORE. 
| Well, that's generous—huth ! I hear him coming. 
Sir Brilliant, I admire your amorous charity of C all 
things, 
Enter S1R BaSHFUlL Coxsraxr. 
ler. SIR BASHFULL. 
he Mr. Lovemore, I have taken the liberty but you 
nd. feem to be buſy, and I intrude perhaps. 
anc 
15 LoveMoRE. 
> he | ; . 
% Oh, by no means: walk in Sir Baſhfull. 
* 
| SIR BASHFULL. 
Sir Brilliant, I am glad to ſce you. (Bins aut - 
uretfardly.) 


)}V 7.4 


B 2 
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SiR BRILLIANT, 


You do me honour, Sir. I hope you left my 
Lady well. 


SIR BaSHFULL, 
I can't ſay, Sir; I am not her phyſician, 


SIR BRILLIANT. (de) 


An abſurd brute l Lovemore, I'll juſt ſtep and Y 
pay a ſhort viſit to our friend over the way. nh: 


| LovteMoRE. 
Why in ſuch a hurry ? 


SIR BRILLANT. 


I ſhall return immediately. I'Il be with you be. 
fore you are dreſſed. Sir Baſhfull, I kiſs your hand, © 
[ Exit, 


SIR BASHFULL. 
I am glad he is gone. I have ſomething, Mr, ou 
Lovemore, that I want to adviſe with you about. 


J Y 


ſee 
fin 


LoveMoRE. 
Have you ! 


SIR BASHFULL, 
I have had another bruſh with y wite, 


{ oOVEMORE:. 


I am ſory for it, Sir Baſhfull.- 
bee s glad of it. 


(aſide) I an | : 


| ne 
suf 


A COMEDY 21 


my Six BaSHFULL, 
Pretty warm the quarrel was. She took it in a 


high tone. Sir Baſhiull, fays ſhe, I wonder you 

will diſgrace yourſelf at this rate, You know my 

in money is not ſufficient. The Mercer and every 

3 duning me! I can't go on after this ſaſhion, 

ſays ſhe, and then ſomething about her qualicy. 

ind You know, Mr. Lovemore, ( /miling) the is a wo- 
man of high quality, | 


* 


| LOVEMORTL. 
Fes, anda very fine woman. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


be No, no, no; not much of that and yet (4 


ing “ him and ſiniles) Do you think her a fine woman? 


xt, 
LOVEMORE. 


x Undoubtedly ; where do you ſee any body that 
M. dutſhines her? 


2 


T 
SIR BASHFULL. 


Why to be ſure—(/iling) one does not often 
ſee her eclipſed. I think ſhe is what you may call a 
fine woman. She Keeps good company. 


LovEMORE. 


The very beſt. 


1 art SIR Bas fru. 
- Yes, yes; your tiptop, none elſe. And vet to 
tg her too far were dangerous. 105 CON 
172 


B 3 8 


0 


CC ß 11ND 


ing a huſband mates but a ſorry figure in the eyes 0 
the world. 


LOVEMORE. 0 
The world will talk, Sir Baſhfull. a 


Site BASHFULL. 
Too faſt, Mr. ].avemore. Their tongues will ru: 


on, and one does not neat to give them a ſubject. | 
antwered her ſtoutly: Madam, fays I, a fig 2 your 
quality: I am a in my own houſe, and who d. 4 
you tnnk—(winks at Lovemcre) putting myſelf 1 
a pation, you know— Who do you think is to pai 
for your Cats and your Dogs, and your Monkey: 


and your Squirrels, and your gaming debts ? 


I oveEMORE. 
How could you ? That was ſharply ſaid, be 
SIR BASHFULL. 


Yes; 1 gave it her. But for all that I am mat: : 
good natured at the bottom. 


LOVEMORE. 
You was not in earneſt then? 


Sith BASHFULL, 


No, no; that's the point: a man muſt keep u, 65 
his own dignity. I' tell you what ] did. 


ori 

the 

LoveMORE. do 
Wiel ;—you did what's proper I dare ſay, | 
814 


1 e 0 WEDY = 


. K 
5 00 
SiR BaSHFULL. 
hope you'll think ſo —Don't laugh at me. 
Come, I will tell you. I went to her Mercer ſlily 
and paid him the money. (/miling) 
LOoVEMORE. 
ne > 
mr: Did you: 
Gu Sik Ba$SHFULL. (Looking alarmed) 
de Was not it right? 
fu 
pa LOVENHORE. 
ey, It was elegant. 
Sin DASHFULTL, 
I am glad you approve. I took care to ſave ap- 
Pcarances. Gne would not have the world know it. 
LOVEMORE 
nai: 


By no means. 


SIR BaSiiFULL, 
It would make them think me too uxorious, 


| Lovemore. 
8 80 it would (de) T mui? encourage that no- 
EA 1 ion. While you live, guard againſt being tp us- 
ort GUS Tho! gh our wives delcrve s gur fon ſs, 
the wor! rid will Iau, Zh at us wand hark ye, if dur wives 


don t deſerve it, chey I laugh at us the more. 


Six Baskhro lz. 


Il. 4 * — . * 
* * 7 27 7 5 8 1 4 <a on Ces 547 4 3 
I know it. And lo fays I Alk. 1 uteſtring, there's 
C * 1 . SI 3 e nteeg Þ- 
your money, but tell no body that f paid ic 411 
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LovemoRe. 


Why, that's doing a gentecl thing by ſtratagem.— 
Admirably contrived ! 


StR Bas:iFULL. 


I think it was. But I have a deeper ſecret for 
you, 


LovEMORE. 
Have you? 


Sik Ba$SHFULL. 


I have. May I truſt you? 


| LovewmoRE. 
Now there you hurt me. I feel that, Sir Baſhfull, 


SIR BASHEFULL. 


I beg your pardon. I know you are my friend, 
I have great confidence in you. You mult know--- 
look ye, Mr. Lovernore you mult know 


Enter MUuSLIN. 


NMusLIix. 


My lady deſires to know if you chuſe a diſh of tea 


this morning. 


LovrMORRE. 


Po ! ridiculous !---tell your miſtreſs --- go about 


your buſineſs. ( Turus her out) 


SIR 


— 


for 


II. 


ted 


SIR 


* appearances 


FETT 


SiR BASHFULI. 


I ſee how it is. He does not care a cherry- ſtone 
for his wife. | 


LOVEMORE. 
Such impertinence ! Well, Sir Baſhfull. 


Sis BaSHFULL, 
He does not value her a pinch of ſnuff. (de) 


LOVEMuORE. 
Well, I am all attention. 


SIR BASHFULL., 
It does not ſigniiy. A fooliſh affair; I won't trou- 


ble you. 


LOVEMORE. 
Nay, that's unkind. It will be no trouble. 


Sig BASHEFULL. 


Well, well, I-I—Do you think Muſlin did not 
ovcrhear us: 


LovuoRE. 
Not a ſyllable. Come, we are ſafe. 
SIR BASHFULL. 
I don't know but let me afk you a queſtion, firſt. 


f Have you any regard ior your lady? 
ut l 


| LovemMoRE. | 
The higheſt value for her. But then you know 


SIR 
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SIR BASHFULL, 

Right I repoſe it with you.—You muſt know, 
Mr. Lovemore, as I told you, I am at the bottom 
very good natured, and though it may be thought 
we are inicrrupted again. 


Enter SIR BRILLIANT. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Lovemore, I have paid my viſit. 


LovrMoORE. 
Pihaw !—this is unlucky You are as good as 
your word, Sir Brilliant. 


SIR Baritliiant. 


Perhaps you have buſinels ? 


SIR BASHFULL. 
No, no buſincſs—{(7/rrns to LovemoRE.) there's 
no procceding now | was going, Sir Brilliant. 
Mr. Lovemorc, I with you a good day. 


T.ovinooReg, 


Po! prithee, you ſhan't icave me yet, 


SIR BASHFULL. 
I muſt; I can't ſtay. Cide to LovemoRt) An- 
other fic. Suppole you call at my houfe at one 
© clock. 


I. OVIMORE. 


With ail my heart, 


CIR 


IT 


nc 


IR 


IE 

* 
"# 
4 

. 

4 

* \ 
+ 4 

Ts | 


more, I rake my leave. 
hand. You won't forget, Mr. Lovemore. 


A 


C0 M E D 


S1R BASHFULL. 
Do ſo; nobody ſhall interrupt us. 


LovEMORE. 


Oh! no; depend upon me. 


A good morning. 


beg your pardon. 


Nay, no matter. 


SiR BaSUFULL. 


LoVvEMUORE. 


Ha! ha! you broke in in the moſt critical moment. 
He was juſt going to be delivered of his ſccret. 


Sik BRILLIANIT. 


T ovEMORTE., 


Enter MoslIN. 


MrsLiNn. 


My Lady, Sir, is quite impatlent. 


PO! 
ſently. 


{fo 


Loviyoreg. 


r ever teazing! 


T. 
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Sir Brilliant, I kits yuur 


He is the only friend I have. 


[ Exit. 


How could you let me? 


I ſhall worm it out of him. 


I 
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SIR BRILLIANT, 


JI ftep and chat with her while you dreſs. May 
I take the liberty ? 


LoVvEMORE. 


You know you may: no ceremony. How could 
you aik ;1e ſuch a queſtion ? Apropos, Sir Bril- 
tant; J want a word with you. Step with me into 
the ſtudy ſor a moment. 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
I attend you. 


LOVEMORE. 


Poor Sir Baſhfull! ha! ha! 2 ridiculous, 
unaccountable What docs he mean? 


[ Excunt, 


Scene anciler Apartment. 
Mrs. LoveMoRs 47 ber Tea-Table. 


Mrs. LOVEMORE, 

This traſh of tea! I don't know why I drink fo 
much ofit. FHeigho !—what keeps Muſlin ? Surely 
never was an unhappy woman treated with ſuch cruel 
indiference; nay, with ſuch open, ſuch undiſguiſed 
inſolence of gallantry, 


N = ba = 
Lei 110 SIN. 


— b 
N. > gp. Ii (0 VEMOR E. 


Well, Muſlin ? have you ſcen his Prime Miniiter : 


* 
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MvsLiNn. 


Yes, Ma'am, I have ſeen Mr. William. He ſays 
his maſter is going out, according to the old trade, 
and he does not expect to fee him again till to- mor- 
row morning. Mr. Lovemore 1s now in the ſtudy. 


Sir Brilliant Faſhion is with him: I heard them, as I 


paſſed by the door, laughing as loud as two actors in 
a comedy. 


Mrs. LovzMoORE. 
About ſome precious miſchief, I'll be ſworn, and 


all at my coſt, Heigho! 


MusLin. 


Dear Ma'am, why chagrine yourſelf about a vile 
man, that 1s not worth no, as I hope for mercy, 


not worth a ſingle ſigh ? 


Mrs. I ovEMORE. 
What can I do, Muſlin ?. 


MuousL1N. 
If I was as you, I'd do for him. 


Do, Ma'am 


If I could not cure my grief, I'd find fome comfort, 
that's what I would, 


| Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
Comfort? Alas; there is none for me. 


MrsL1v, 
And whoſe fault then ?—Would any body but 
it provokes me to think of it Would any 
but you, young, handſome, with wit, graces, 
talents, would any body, with ſo many accompliſh- 
ments, 
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ments, fit at home here, as melancholy as a poor ſer- 
vant out of place? And all for what ? For a hul- 
band? And ſuch a huſband! What do you think the 


wor:d will ſay of you, Ma'am ? 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


I care not what they ſay. I am tired of the world, 
and the world may be tired of me, if it will. My 
troubles are to myſelf only, and I muſt endeavour to 
bear them. Who knows what patience may do? If 
Mr. Lovemore has any feeling left, my conduct and 
his own heart may one day incline him to do me jul- 


tice, 


MusLIx. 


But, dear Ma'am, that's waiting for dead men's 
ſhoes. Incline him to do you juſtice What ſigni— 


fies expecting and expecting? Give me a bird in the 


hand. If all the women in London, who happen to 
be in your caſe, were to fit down, and die of the 
ſpleen, what would become of the public places? 
They might turn Vauxhall to a hop-garden; make a 
brewhouſe of Ranelagh, and let both the Playhouſes 
to a methodiſt-preacher. We ſhould not have the 
racketting we have now. John, let the horſes be 
put to ohn, go to my Lady ] rump-abouts, and 
invite her to a {mall party of twenty or thirty card 
tables. John, run to my Lady Catgut, and let 
her know I'll wait upon her Ladyſhip to the Opera--- 
John, run as faſt as ever you can, with my compli- 
ments to Mr. Varnev, and teil him it will be the 
death of me, if I have not a box for the new play.--- 
Lord bleſs you, Ma'am, they rantipole it about this 
town, with as unconcerned looks, and as florid out- 
ſides, as if they were treated at home like ſo many 
goddeſſes; though every body knov's poſſeſſion has 


Un- 


(a - nd lad io 1 


1. 
. 


* i 
vungoddeſſed them all long ago, and their huſbands 
*care no more for them, no, by Jingo, no more than 


they do for their huſbands. 


thought like you, Ma'am 


love. 


that? : 
- ſhall deſpiſe me for that very reaſon? And, ay, ſays 
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Mrs. LOVEMuORR. 
At what a rate you run on? 


MusLiN. 


It is enough to make a body run on. If every body 


Mrs. LovzMoORE. 


If every body loved like me ! 


MosL1n. 
A braſs thimble for love, if it is not returned by 
What the deuce is here to do? Love for love 
is ſomething : but to love alone, where's the good of 
Shall I go and fix my heart upon a man, who 


he, „Poor fool! 1 ſee the adores me. The woman's 


well enough, only ſhe has one inconvenient cir— 
© cumſtance about her; I am married to her, and 
3 © marriage is the devil.“ 


Mrs. L.oveMoORE. 
Will you have done? 


Moglix. 


I have not nalf done, Ma'am. And when tlie vile 


man goes a rogueing, he ſmiles impudently in your 
face, © and I am going to the chocolate houſe, my 
i © dear; amuſe vourſelf in the mean time, my love.” 
: Fy upon 'em; I know en all. 


Give me a huſband 
that 


— hw 


— 
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that will enlarge the circle of my innocent pleaſures; 


but a huſband now a days, is no ſuch a thing. 


huſband now 1s nothing but a ſcare-crow, to ſhew you 
the fruit, but touch it if you dare. The devil's in 
*em, the Lord forgive me for ſwearing. A huſband 
is a mere bugbear, a ſnap-dragon, a monſter ; that is 
to ſay, if one makes him ſo, then he is a monſter in- 
deed ; and if one does not make him ſo, then he be- 
haves like a monſter; and of the two evils, by my 
troth But here, Ma'am, here comes one who can 


tell you all about it. Here comes Sir Brilliant: aſk 


his advice, Ma'am. 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


His advice? Aſk advice of the man, who has 
eſtranged Mr. Lovemore's affections from me? 


MusLIx. 


Well I proteſt and vow, I think Sir Brilliant a very 
pretty gentleman. He is the very pink of the faſhion. 


He dreſſes faſhionably, lives faſhionably, wins 


your money faſhionably, loſes his own faſhionably, 
and does every thing faſhionably; and then he 
looks ſo lively, and ſo much to ſay, and ſo never at a 
lols ! but here he comes. 


Enter SIR BRILLIANT. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Mrs. Lovemore, my dear Ma'am, always in a 
vis-a-vis party with your /a;varte ?---Afﬀord me you 
pardon, if I ſay this does a little wear the appearance 
of being out of kumour with the world, 


F; 


| E. 


* 


A Mrs. LovzMokx. 

Fear from it, Sir Brilliant. We were engaged in 
* Four panegyrick. 

615 SIR BRILLIANT. 

My panegyrick * Then am I come moſt apropos 


JC- | . . . . 
oy to give the portrait a few finiſhing touches. Mr. 
oF Lovemore, as ſoon as he is dreſſed, will wait 


upon you: in the mean time, I can help you to ſome 

alk © 7 : : 

anecdotes, which will enable you to colour your 
canvaſs a little higher. 


Mrs. Lovemorr. 


" Among thoſe anecdotes, I hope you will not omit 
the bright exploit of ſeducing Mr. Lovemore from all 
"domeſtic happineſs. 

ery (e make a ſign to MusLiN to go) 

- 2 SIX BRILLIANT, 

ly, I, Madam: Let me periſh if ever 

he 

2 Mrs. LovRMoRkx. 


Oh! Sir, I can make my obſervations, 


Sik BRILLIANT. 
May fortune eternally forfake me, and beauty 
frown on me, it I am conſcious of any plot upon 


bur . 
8 Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
Don't aſſert too ſtrongly, Sir Brilliant. 
Irs. SIX BRILLIANT. 
May I never throw a Winning caſt— 


Vot. III. C Mer 
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Mrs. ILOvEMORE. 
It is in vain to deny it, Sir. 


Sin BRILLIANT. 


May I loſe the next ſweepſtakes, if I have ever, in 
thought, word or deed, been acceſſary to his infide- 
lity. I alienate the affections of Mr. Lovemore 
Conſider, Madam, how would this tell in Weſtmin- 
ſter Hall? Sir Brilliant Faſhion, what ſay you, 
guilty of this indictment or not guilty ? Not guilty, 
poſs. Thus iſſue is joined. You enter the court? 
but, my dear Madam, veil thoſe graces that adorn." 
your perſon: abate the fire of thoſe charms : ſo 
much beauty will corrupt the judges: give mea 
fair trial. | q 
| ef 


ey OT 


Mrs. LovemoRE. 
And thus you think to laugh it away, 


* 


SMN BRILLIANT. u 
Nay, hear me out. You appear in court: you + 

charge the whole upon me, without a ſyllable as to 
the how, when, and where? No proof poſitive; ? 


the proſecution ends, and I begin my defence. ſ 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


And by playing theſe falſe colours you think I an M 
to be amuſed ? yo 


mc 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Nay, Mrs. Lovemore, I am now upon my defence 
Only hear.—You will pleaſe to conſider, Gentlenic: ? | 


2 


of the Jury, that Mr. Lovemore is not a minor, no 
I his guardian, He loves gaiety, pleaſure, and et- 
jJoyment. ? 


4 NE DT: - 08 


Foyment : is it my fault? He is poſſeſſed of talents 
and a taſte for pleaſure, which he knows how to gra- 
tify: can I reſtrain him? He knows the world, 
makes the moſt of life, and plucks the fruit that 
grows around him: am I to blame? This is the 
Whole affair. — How ſay you, Gentlemen of the Jury? 
in Not Guilty. There, you ſee how if is. I have 
de. cleared myſelf. 


re 2 
un- 1 Mrs. Lovemore. 
OU , I . . . . . . 
Ity, HhBriſk, lively, and like yourſelf, Sir Brilliant! But 
rt: f you can imagine this bantering way— 
A SiR BRILLIANT. 


e: Acquitted by my country, Ma'am; fairly ac- 
 quitted. 
_ Mrs. Lovemore. 

After the very edifying counſel which you give to 
Mr. Lovemore, this looſe ſtrain is not in the Icaſt 
y ſurprizing. And, Sir, your late project 


vou 
is to SIR BRILLIANT. 


ive; My late project! 


3 Mrs. LOVEMORE. 

: Your late project, Sir. Not content with leading 
Jam Mr. Lovemore into a thouſand ſcenes of diflipation, 

you have introduced him lately to your miſtreſs Bell- 

mour, You underſtand me, Sir. 


ence. SIR BRILLIANT, | 

2M Ma'am, he does not ſo much as know the Widow 
„nd Bellmour. 

d en- 

bent C-2 Nrs, 
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Mrs. LovemoRE. 
Nay, Sir Brilliant, have a care: juſtify it if you 
can, or give it a turn of wit. There is no occaſion 
to hazard yourfelf too far. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Falſchood I diſdain, Madam, and I, Sir Brilliant 
Faſhion, declare that Mr. Lovemore 1s not ac- 
quainted with the Widow Bellmour. And if he 


was, what then? Do you know the lady ? 


Mrs. Lovemors. 
I know her, Sir? A perſon of that character ? 


e 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Oh! I ſee you don't know her: but I will let 
vou into her whole hiſtory. Pray be ſeated— - 
you ſhall know her whole hiſtory, and then judge 
for yourſelf, The Widow Bellmour, Madam 


Lovemort. (thin) 4, 

William, are the horſes put to? 4 
Si BRILLIANT, 1. 
We are interrupted. 2 
10 


Enter LOVEMORE. 


LovemMoRE. 
Very well: let the carriage be brouglit roun! 
directly. How do you do, my dear ?—Sir Bri! 
liant I beg your pardon,—My Love, you don't an 


{vii 


„ NO TU THIN 
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ſwer me: how do you do this morning? (with an 
air of cold civility) 

ou 8 

on Mrs. LOVEMUORE. 


As little indiſpoſed in mind: but indiſpoſition of 
the mind is of no conſequence : nobody pities it. 


ant LovemoRs. 

l beg your pardon, Mrs. Lovemore. Indiſpoſi- 

he tion of the mind—Sir Brilliant, that's a mighty 
pretty ring on your finger. 


1 SIR BRILLIANT. 
: ; A bauble : will you look at it? (gives the ring) 
Mrs. LovemMoRE. 
let Though I have but few obligations to Sir Brilliant, 
4— | ſuppoſe J am to aſcribe to him the favour of this 
dge viſit, Mr. Lovemore, 
| LovemMoRE. 


* 
<> 


? Now there you wrong me.—Your enquiries about 
my health have been very obliging this morning, 
and I came to return the compliment before I go 
out. Alt is tet very neatly. (gives back the ring) 


(lacking at the ring, and laughing) 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
Are you going out, Sir? 


Unc 
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Bril. LovrmMoRE. 

an- A matter of buſineſ How I do hate buſineſs ! 

wir, —But buſineis (examining bis ruffles )—buſinels mvuit 
7 G2 be 


1 
* 
1 
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be done. Pray is there any news ?---Any news, my. 
dear ? 


n 


Mrs. LovtMoORE. 


It would be news to me, Sir, if you would b. 
Find enough to let me know whether I may expec 
the favour of your company at dinner to-day, 


LOVEMORE. 


It would be impertinent in me to anſwer ſuch : 
queſtion, for I can give no direct anſwer to it. ar 
the ſlave of events; Jutt 7 as things happen, perhap 
1 may; perhaps rot. But don't let me b of an 
inconvenience to you. Is it material where a bod; 
cats ?---Have you heard what happencd to me? 

(ade to STR BRILLIANT.) 


_—_ RY 2 & 2 ban Þ 0 


SiR BRILLIANT. 
When and where ? 


ILovemoRE. 


A word in your ear---with your permiſſion, 
Ma'am ? 5 


— Mia. A Few 


Mrs. LoveMoRE. 
That cold, contemptuous civiliry, Mr, Love » 
more--- 


LoveMoRE. 2 


Po! prithee now, how can you ?---that is vcr 9 
peeviſh, and very illnatured. - (cgurving to SIX BR 
LIAN T) TI loft very thing J played for after vo 
went. The foreigner and he underftand one a 
other.---I beg vour pardon, Mrs. Lovemore ; 


was only about an affair at the Opera. : 
Ns 4 
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Mrs. LovEMORE. 


The Opera or any thing is more agreeable than 
my company. 


LovEMORE. 


Now there again you wrong me. (70 Sta Bair - 
$LIANT) We dine at the St. Alban's.—How can 
vou Mrs. Lovemore ? I make it a point not to in- 
ch commode you. You poſlibly may have ſome private 
18 q party y ; and it would be unpolite in me to obſtruct 


hap: 7 Your ſchemes of pleaſure. Would not it, Sir Bril- 
"an; liant! ; 

boch 

48 5 SIR BRILLIANT, 


r.) Oh !—Gothick to the laſt degree! 


Lovruokr. 
Very true; vulgar and mechanick! (Ae fland 
, ) 
non Mrs. LoveMorr. 


1 
i 
* Go on; make ſport for yourſclves, gentlemen. 

| LovVEMORE. 
ov. Ho! ho! ho! I am fore with laughing.—If you, 
Madam, have arranged an agreeable party, for me 
to be preſent, it would look as if we lived toge- 
ther like Sir Baſhfull Conſtant and his Lady, who 
are always, like two Game- backs ready araied to 


goad and ſpur one another. Hey! Sir Brilliant? 


4 
FY 
, 1 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
Oh! the very thing: or like Sir Theodore Traffic 
4 at 
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at Tunbridge taking his wife under the arm in the 
public rooms, and „“ come along home, I tel 
you.” 


LovEMORE. 


Exactly ſo. (Both continue laughing.) Odds my 
life! 1 Nall be beyond my time (looks at his watch) 
any commands 1nto the city, my dear ? 


Mrs. LovemoRE. 
Commands Ino, Sir, I have no commands. 


Lovruokk. 


I have an appointment at my banker's. Sir 
Brilliant, you know old Diſcount ? 


SIR DRILLIANT. 


He that was in Parliament, and had the large con- 
tract ? 


LovEMORE. 


The ſame : ExnTire Burr, I think, was the name 
of his Borough. Can I ſet you down? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


No my carriage waits, I ſhall rattle half the town * 


over preſently, 


LoveMoORE. 
As you will. Sir Brilliant will entertain yo, 


Ma'am. Au revoir, my love,—Sir Brilliant, yours. — 


Who waits there ? 


[ Exit ſingii 
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SIR BRILLIANT, 


Bon voyage.—You ice, Madam, that I don't de- 
| t his company, 
prive you 0 


Mrs. Lovemore. 


= Your influence is now Unnecenary, It is grown 
habitual to him: he will drive to your Mrs, 


Yclimour, I ſuppoſe, 


+ 


4 SiR BRILLIANT. 


4 Apropos ; ; that brings us back to the little hiſto 
J was going to give you of that Lady. What is 
your charge againſt her? That ſhe is amiable? 
Granted. Young, gay, rich, handſome, with en- 
chanting talents, it is no wonder all tlic pretty fel-- 
Jows zre on their knees to her. Her manner to en- 
tertaining! that quickneſs of tranſition from one 
Thing to another ! that round of yariety ! and every 
mew attitude docs ſo become her; and the has ſuch 
a fceling heart, and with an air of giddineſs fo nice 

a conduct! 


5 Mrs. Lovruonx. 

Mighty well, Sir: ſhe is a very veſtal. Finiſh 
your portrait. A veſtal from your {chool of painting 
muſt be a curioſity. But how comes it, Sir, if the 
is this wonder, that your honourable propoſals are 
at an end there? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


; Comp ulſion, Ma'am : it is not voluntary. My 
„Lord 1 theridge is the happy man. I thought he 
Vas out of tlc kingdom; but his Jordſh:ip is with 
her 


: 
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her ev'ry evening. I can ſcarce gain admittance; 
and ſo all that remains for me, is to do juſtice to 
the lady, and conſole myſelf in the beſt way I can for 


the inſufficiency of my pretenſions. 


Mrs. Lovemors. 
And am I to believe all this ? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


May the firſt woman I pay my addreſſes to, ſtrike + 


me to the centre with a ſupercilious eyebrow, if 


every ſyllable is not minutely true. So that you ſee, 


I am not the cauſe of your inquietude.— There is not 
in the world a perſon, who more earneſtly aſpires to 
prove the tender eſteem he bears you.—I have long 

ted for an opportunity ---by all that's ſoft ſhe liſ- 
tens to me (æſide) -I have long panted, Ma'am, 
for a tender moment like this 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


(looking gravely at bim) 


Sir BrItLIanT. 


I have panted with all the ardour, which charms 
like your's muſt kindle in every heart 


Mrs. Lovemonre. (walks away) 
This liberty, Sir 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Conſider, Madam: we have both cauſe of diſcon- 


tent; both diſappointed ; both croſſed in love: 
and 


— 
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and the leaſt we can do is both to join, and ſweeten 
each other's cares. 


Mrs Lovruonk. 
And your friend, Sir, who has juſt left you 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


He, Madam, for a long time—T have ſeen it, 
with vexation ſeen it, —yes, he has long been falſe 
to honour, love, and you. 


Mrs. LovemoREe. 


Sir Brilliant, T have done. You take my wrongs 
too niuch to heart, Sir—(rings a bell) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


« Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
« Thoſe hills of driven ſnow!“ 


Mrs. LoveMoRE. 
Will nobody anſwer there ? 


Enter MvusLINn. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Madam, I deſiſt : when you are in better humour, 
recollect what I have ſaid. Your adorer takes his 
leave. Sir Brilliant, mind your hits, and her ftrait- 
laced virtue will ſurrender at laſt. Madam--- 

; [ Bows reſpeftfully; Exit, 


Mrvsr.1v. 
As I live and breathe, Ma'am, if I was as you, I 


would not fluſter myſelf about it. 


Mrs, 


— — ans — 


him the topick of every tea-table throughout this N 
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Mrs. LoOovEMORE. 
About what ? 


MosLivw. 
What ſignifies mincing the matter? I heard it 
all. % 


| Mrs. Lovrtmorr. 
You did? did you? (/ooks angrily) 


MuvsLiw. 
Ma' am! 


Mrs. LovEM ORT. 


Impertinence! (walks about) Oh! Mr. Love- 0 | 
more !---To make his character public, and render 


town: I muſt avoid that, 


MuousLiv. 


What the deuce is here to do?---An unman- 
nerly thing, for to go for to huff me in this manner 


(Ade) 


4 * oa 8 ET 1 
. 5 i: ct E 2 2 


Mrs. Lovrmors. 


That would only widen the breach, and inſtead of _ 
neglect, might call forth reſentment, and ſettle at 
laſt into a fixed averſion : lawyers, parting, and ſe- Ve 
parate maintenance {--- What mult be done? | 


es EEE TER. 


MousLtv. : 
What is ſhe thinking of now ?---A ſulky thing, de 
g | not ta] 


"8 
2 
. 
: 2 
4 
* 


* 


1 e M dp FT. 45 


not to be more familiar with ſuch a friend as I am. 
Did you ſpeak to me, Ma'am ? 


Mrs. LOoVvEMORRE. 
It may ſucceed : ſuppoſe I try it---Muſlin, 


MousLix. 
Ma'am. (running to her) 


Mrs. LoveMoRE. 


> You heard Sir Brilliant ſay that Mr. Lovemore is 
not acquainted with the Widow? 


MusLix. 


* Lard, Ma'am, he is as full of tricks as a French 
© milliner. I know he does viſit there: I know it from 


e- | . . 5 . . 
Je; William. TI be hanged in my own garters, if he 
hi: does not. | | 
I Mrs. LovemoRE. 
I know not what to do. Let my chair be got 
in. | ready, 
er! 
j MusLIx. 
Your chair, Ma'am !---Are you going out? 
90 Mrs. LoveMoRE. 
at | Let me hear no more queſtions: do as I order 
ſe. | vou. [ Exit. 


Must1v. 
Which way is the wind now? No matter; ſhe. 
g. does not know what ſhe'd be at. If ſhe would but 


$1 f ; 
ot] take my advice,--go abroad, vifit every where, ſee 
pf the 
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the world, throw open her doors, give balls, 
aſſemblies, concerts; ſing, dance, dreſs, ſpend all 
her money, run in debt, ruin her huſband ; there 
would be ſome ſenſe in that: the man would 
ſtay at home then to quarrel with her. She would 
have enough of his company. But no; mope, mope 
for ever; heigho! teaze, teaze ; Muſlin, ſtep to 
William; where's his maſter? When did he come 
home? How long has he been up? A fine life 
truly !---I love to be in the faſhion, for my part. 
Bleſs me, I had like to have forgot. Mrs. Marmalet * 
comes to my rout to night. She might as well ſtay 
away: ſhe is nothing but meer lumber. The formal 
thing won't play higher than ſhilling whiſt. k How 
the devil does ſhe think 1 can make a ſhilling party 
for her? There is no ſuch a thing now a days: no > 
body plays ſhilling whiſt now, unleſs I was to invite 
the trades- people: but I ſhan't let myſelf down for 
Madam Marmalet, that I promiſe her. 


* 1 „ 8 * TR 
CP. = RE ES = r 25 2 de DS oe my : 
"ear e * ” "el nes, oi « VS n 3 4 3 
* 2 N 1 f 9 * "4x if 
” N P a 1 253 


End of the FIRST ACT, 


ACT 


* n+ 7p 
Ne 3:6," Tal n I - r 2 . 5 1 : 62 FR - = > 4 
1 EXE 11 2 By . 1 RR rh : C ” 1 5 
He ot Sachs. 8; n . eee S 


ACT the SECOND. 
f Scene an Apartment at Six BaSHFULL Cox sTAN T's. 


Enter SIR BASHFVLIL. 


SIR BasRHuLL. 


ID not J hear a rap at the door? Yes, yes, I 
} did; I am right. The carriage is juſt now dri- 
ving away. Who anſwers there? Sideboard; on 
hither, Sideboard. I muſt know who it is: my wife 


of 


ty ol - 
10 keeps the beſt company in England. Hold, I muſt 
te be wary. Servants love to pry into their maſters 
or ſccrets. 
1 Enter SIDEBOARD. 
4 
1 SIR BASHFULL. 
Whoſe carriage was that at the door ? 
: SIDEBOARD. 
The Dutcheſs of Hurricane, your honour. 
4 
1 
i SIR BASHFULL. | 
> The Dutcheſs of Hurricane? (Walks aſide and 
uiles) A woman of great rank what did ſhe 
2 want ? 
2 SIDZBOARN. 
She has left this card for my Lady. 
N £ SIR BRILLIANT. 
7 ; ; : 
s Acard? Let me ſee it. (Reads.) The Dutcheſs 


48 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


of Hurricane preſents compliments to Lady Conſtant © 
She has left the hounds and the foxes, and the brutes, thai 2 
gallop after them, to their own dear ſociety for the reſt 8 
the winter, Her Grace keeps 2 *educ/days at Hurricanc. ® 
Houſe for the reſt of the wwinter,---Make me thankful, * 
here's a card from a Dutcheſs !---what have yν 
there? Y 


SIDEBOARD. 


A parcel of cards, that have been left here mr 
morning. A 


SIR BasnrFuLL., A 


All theſe in one morning? (looks of them) wi | 
I may as well keep an Inn; may as well keep the 
Coach and Horſes in Piccadilly. (reads faſt) Lad) 
Riot---Mrs. Alinight---The Dutcheſs of Carmine 
look ye there, another Dutcheſs ! Lady Baſſet Lord 
Pleurifie---the Counteſs of Ratifie---Sir Richard Lung: * 
Lord Laudanum Sir Charles Valerian Lady Hec- 
ticæ Lady Mary Gable ---I can't bear all this, Side- 
boar d --(afide and ſmiling) I cant bear the pleaſure 
of 1t: all pcople of tip- top condition to viſit my wife! 


Enter FURNISH. 


SIR BAaSEHFULL, 

What's the matter, Furniſh ? 
FURNISH. 4 
The mattter, Sir ?---Nothing's the matter. 


S1R BaSHFULL, : 
What are you about? Where are you going?“ 
What have you to do now ? ä 


Fi x-Þ 


A KO M E D T. 


FuRNIsH. 


Only to tell the chairmen they muſt take Black 
ZGeorge with his flambeau with them this evening, 
and carry the chair to pay viſits for my lady. 


SiR BASHFULL. 


An empty chair to pay viſits what polite ways 
People of faſhion have got of being intimate with 
us ach other —(aſde) abſurd as it is, I am glad to 
Fe my wife keep pace with the beſt of them. I 
"Baugh at it, and yet I like 1t.—Wounds ! 1 ſhall be 
found out by my ſervants.—I tell you, Sideboard, 
nd you Mrs. Buſy Body, that your Miſtreſs leads a 
Mite of noiſe and hurry, and cards and dice, and va- 
Iity, and nonſenſe, and I am reſolved to bear it no 
— Wonger.---Don't I hear her coming? 


ord. 
1670 Furnisn. 
2 My lady is coming, Sir. 
e- 4 
ure 4 SiR BaSHFULL. (aſide and ſmiling) 
= 


She looks charmingly.---Now I'Il tell her roundly 
a piece of my mind. You ſhall ſee who commands 
| | in this houſe. 


- Enter LADY CoNnsTaNT. 


S BaSHFULL. (Heals a lock) 


I could almoſt give up the point when 1 look af 
Per. —So, madam, I have had my houſe full of duns 
again to day. 


Vol. III. D Laby 
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LADY ConsTaNT. 3 


Obliging creatures, to call ſo often. What did 
they want ? | 43 


SiR BASHFULL. b 

Want !—what ſhould they want but money? 4 
Lapy ConsTanT. 5 
And you paid them, I ſuppoſe. 2 
ra 
SIR BASHFULL, Pi 
You ſuppoſe !—'ſdeath, madam, what do you #"' 
take me for ? = 
© 
Lapy ConsTaNT. 3 I 


I took you for a huſband : my brother preſcribe! 1 jet 
you, But his preſcription has done me no good. 


& 
SIR BASHFULL. 


Nor me either : I have had a bitter pill of it. 


LADY ConsTANT. 43 

But the pill was gilded tor you. My fortune, 

take it, has paid off the old family mortage on you Fne 

eſtate, el 

| Fw 

SIR BASHFULL. iz 

And at the rate you go on, a new mortage wil Par 
ſwallow up my eſtate.---I ſee you are an ungratefu 

woman. | A 


J 


"> ih 


1— 


| Lapy ConsTANT. 
That 1s, as you keep the account. 


92 
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x F SIR BASHFULL. 


ay And my accounts will ſhew it. Day after day no- 
x ing but extravagance to gratify your vanity. Did 
4 1 pot 1 go into parliament to pleaſe you? Did not I 
go down to the Borough of Smoke-and-Sot, and get 
"Drunk there for a whole month together? Did not I 
get mobbed at the George and Vulture? And pelted 
Ind horſewhipped the day before the election? And 
as not I obliged to ſteal out of the town in a rabbit- 
Fart? And all this to be ſomebody as you call it ? 
Did not I ſtand up in the houſe to make a ſpecch to 
4 ew what an Orator you had married? And did 
pot I expoſe myſelf? Did I know whether I ſtood 
F pon my head or my heels for half an hour toge- 
er? And did not a great man from the Treaſury- 
pench tell me never to ſpeak again? 


el 3 
i 
LADY CoxnsTANT. 


And why not take his advice ? 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


What in the name of comme ſenſe had to I do 
In Parliament? My country! what's my country to 
out ne? The debts of the nation, and your gaming 
lebts are nothing to me, I muſt help to pay both, 


uſt 1? I can vote againſt taxes, and I can adver- 
4 ze in the Gazette to Tocute me from your extrava- 
vil Pance. TI have not lived in the Temple for nothing, 
ful 1 3 | 


FurNnisn, 
He ſlept there, and calls it ſtudying the law, 


D 2 SIR 
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SIR BASHFULL. 2 

Hold you your tongue, Mrs. Pert : leave the 9 
room. Co both about your buſineſs. 3 
[ Exeunt FURNISH and SIDEBOARD, | ; 


SIR BasHruLL. (ofide) 


I have kept it up before my ſervants. (Looks a 
Lady Cenftant) She is a fine woman after all. 


Lapy ConsTANT. 


Is there never to be an end of this uſage, Sir? Ani 
I to be for ever made unhappy by your humours. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
Humours ! good ſenſe and found ;udgement, in 


in the fine lady's e are to be called hu- 
mours? 3 
Lapy ConsTaxNT. 1 

And your humours are now grown inſupportable, 2 

c. 

Sm BASHFULL. As 

c 


Yeur profuſion is inſupportable. At the rate you? 
go on, how am I to find money ſor my next election! 
If you would but talk this matter over cooly--- 7 
She ed like an angel, and I wiſh 1 could 1ay( * ac) 
the ſame of myſelf.---What will the world think b 
Only command your temper: - hat will they think 
if I am ſeen to encourage your way of life? 5 


Lap CoNnsSTANT. 


Amuſe yourſelf that way, Sir. Avoid one erro!, 
a1d run into the oppoſite extreme. | 


* 
SI 
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Sik BasnFulLl. (aſide) 


There; a tranſlation from Horace - Dum vilant 
ulli vitia— She is a notable woman. 


LADY ConsTanT. 
Let me tell you, there is not in life a more r:di- 


ſculous ſight than the perſon, who guards, with ima- 
ginary wiſdom, againſt one gyant-vice, and leaves 


b himſelf open to a million of abſurdities. 


SIR BaSHFULL. (fide) 


I am nothing to her in an argument—ſhe has a 


tongue that can reaſon me out of my ſenſes.—I could 
Z almoſt find it in my heart to tell her the whole truth. 


in 1 —You know, my Lady Conſtant, that when y gu 


* 

* 

7 
u- 
' = of 

5 

- 


want any thing in reafon— 


Lapy ConsTawr. 
Is it unreaſonable to live with decency ? Is it un- 


reaſonable to keep the company my rank and edy- 
cation have entitled me to? 
conform to the modes of life, when your fortune 


Is it unreaſonable to 
can ſo well afford it? 


SIR BaSHFULL., (ide) 


She is a very reaſonable woman, and I wiſh I had 
but half her ſenſe.— Vou know I am good natured 
in the main, and if a ſum of money within a mode- 
rate compaſs—lt a brace of hundreds (ade) why 


2 ſhould not I make it three -I know that you have 


contracted habits of life, and (i a /oftened tone) 
habit, I know is not eaſily conquered : and if three 
( /miling) hundred pounds will prevent diſputes, why 


3Þ — 
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why (/miling) as to the matter of three hundret ö 


pounds 


Luler Fuk xis, with & band box. 


| FurN1sn. 
Your Lacyſhip's things from the milliner's. 


SIR BasHFULL. 


Death and fury! this woman has overheard me. þ 


Three hundred pounds, madam ! (in a violent pa 


fron) let me tell you that three hundred — 4 
---what right have you to ſhovel away three ende 


pounds? 


Lapy ConsTaANT. 
Why does the man fly out into ſuch a paſſion ? 


SiR BASHFULL. 


I will allow no ſuch doings in my houſe. Dont“ 


I often come when my hall is beſieged with a par: 


cel of powder-monkey ſervants? And did not I the ] 
other day, before I could get into my own doors, f. 


entangle myſelf among the chairmen's poles, and 
was not I confined there, like a man in the ſtocks? 


Lapy ConsTANT. 


Why would you be ſo aukward ? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


An eternal ſcene of routs and drums. Have not 
I ſeen you put the fee ſimple of a ſcore of my belt? 
acres upon a ſingle card? And have not I muttered 


to mylelt, if that woman was as much 1n love with, 
me 


In 


2 
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me as ſhe is with Pam, what an excellent wife ſhe 
would make ? 


Lapy ConsTANT. 
Pai is very obliging: why wont you ſtrive to be 
as agreeable ? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


= *'Sdeath, Madam, you are fo fond of play that [ 
Z ſhould not wonder to ſee my next child marked on 
the forehead with a pair royal of aces. 


FuRNIsSH, 


l am ſure you deſerve to be marked on the fore- 
head with a pair of: 


SIR BASHFULL. 


M,alapert huſſey ! do you meddle? Begone this 
moment. | 
[Exit Fuaxisz. 


Lapy ConsTaNT. 
Fy upon it, Sir Baſhfull ! I am tired of bluſhing 


"5 for you 
and 88 
S! 
4 SIR BASHFULL. 
l am afraid I have gone too far: ſhe is aſhamed of 
J Lapy ConsTANT. 
ner You agreed to a ſeperation the other day, and 
bel there remains nothing but to execute articles, and 
rede make an end of all this diſquiet. 
vic! 
D 4. SJR 


. 
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5 


SIR BASHFULL. 
A ſeperate maintenance will go but a little way ty 
anſwer the bawling of Milliners, Mercers, Jeweller,, 
and gaming debts, 1 


2 

* 
” 1 
1 £ 1 
# 
* 


Lapy CoNxsTANr. 


It will purchaſe content, and nothing can obtair © 
that under your roof. E 


Sik Ba$SHFULL. (aſide) 3 
I have ſhot my bolt too far---I fancy, my Ladd 
Conſtant, that you don't know me. We might * 
plain matters, and---"fdeath! (de) I am go 
ing to blab---I ſay, madam, if you underſtood int 
rightly---as to the authority of a huſband, I migh F 9 
perhaps be brought to give it up, in part at leaſt 
and if no body was the wiſer, I might connive--- ? 
Po! confuſion ! interrupted again by that | 


ow 


1 % 
gd 


Enter FuRN1sHn. 


FuRnisH. 


A ſervant from Mrs. Lovemore, Madam, t 1 
know--- 


SIR BASHFULL. 1 
The authority of a huſband I never will give up 


ay? 
:* 


Lapy ConsTanT. 3 
A ſtorm, a whirlwind is fitter to converſe with. 


2 8 
* * 
I 
* —X 


Sin BASHFULL. 


will ſtorm like a whirlwind in my own houſe. I} 
; have 


G0 


COMEDY; 7 


have done, Madam; you are an ungovernable wo- 
man- -( de and ſmiling) ſhe is a charming woman, 
and if nobody ſaw it, I would let her govern me 
with all my heart. 


[ Exit, 


LADY ConsTANT. 


RE Did any body ever ſee ſuch behaviour ? 


FuRNIsn. 


b Never, and how your ladyſhip bears it, I can't 
' 4X tell. 


LADY ConsTaANT. 


me That it ſhould be my fate to be married to ſuch a 
oh; FF quickſand ! What does Mrs. Lovemore fay ? 


x FURNISH. 


Ik your ladyſhip will be at home, ſhe intends to 
do nerſelf the pleaſure of waiting upon you, Madam. 


Lapy ConsTaNT. 


Very well; I ſhall be at home. Upon recollection, 
tel want to ſee her. Let the ſervant wait : I'll write 
an anſwer. [ Exit. 


Scene another Apartment. 


Enter SiR BaSHFULL and LOVEMORE. 


b. i SIR BASHFULL. | 
f Walk in, Mr. Lovemore, walk in. I am heartily 
glad to ſee you. This is kind. 

q . 


aver Love 
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LoveMoR:E. 


ſhip. 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Mr. Lovemore, you are a friend indeed. 


LoveMoORE. 


You do me honour, Sir Baſhfull, And your: J 


lady, how does ſhe do ? 


SIR BASHFULL: 


Perfectly well: In great ſpirits. . (/niling at Love- 3 


more) I never ſaw her look better: but we have 
had t'other ſkirmiſh ſince I ſaw you. 


LovEMORE. 
Another! 


SIR BASHTULL. 


Ay, another; and I did not bate her an ace. She 
is a rare one to argue. She is fit to diſcuſs a point 
with any man. —No body like her. Wit at will? 
I thought I managed the diſpute, and that I ſhould > 
ſoon have had her at a what you call a 19-plus. But 
no, no; no ſuch thing. She can give you a ſharp 


turn in a moment. 


LOVEMORE. 
Ay! 


Sts BASHFULL. 
Give her her due, I am nothing to her. 


I am ready, you ſee, to attend the call of friend. 


3 


th 
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4 I had her faſt, but ſhe went round me, quick as 
XZ lightening ; and would you believe it? (/coks hig 
lead) She did not leave me a word to ſay. 


LoveMORE. 
Well! that was hard upon you. 


SiR BASHFULL, 
No, not hard at all. Thoſe little victories I don't 
jr mind. You know I told you I have ſomething for 
your private ear. Have you obſerved nothing odd 
and ſingular in me? 


LoveMoORE. 


Not in the leaſt. In the whole circle of my ac quain- 
tance I know no body ſo little ringed with oddity, 


ve- 
we 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


What, have you ſeen nothing? (/avghs) Have you 
2 remarked nothing particular in regard to my Wife? 


1 F LovemoRE. 
Ine 1 . > 
int . Why, you don't live happy with her: but that 
11. s not a ſingular caſe, 
— SIR BASHFULL. 
arp} But I tell you—this muſt be in confidence I] am at 
the bottom a very odd fellow. 
3 LoveMoRE. 
'* You do yourſelf injuſtice, Sir Baſhfull. 
1 SIR BAsHrulLI. 
ght No, not in the leaſt, It is too true l am in the 


7 
120 main 
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main a very odd fellow; I am indeed; as odd a fiſh ; 2 


as lives; and you muſt have ſeen it before now. 


LovEMORE. 


I ſee it? l am not apt to ſpy defects in my friends, 2 +1 


What can this be? You are not jealous, I hope. 


SiR Bas$SHFULL. 


You have not hit the right nail on the head. No, 
not jealous. Do her juſtice, I am fafe as to that 
point. My lady has high notions of honour. No, 


it is not that. 


LovEMORFE. 


Not a ray of light to guide me: explain, Sir Baſh- 
full. 


SIR BaSHFULL, ( ſmiling at him) 


You could never have imagined it. But firſt let 
me ſhut this door. 


LovemoRE. 
What whim has got poſſeſſion of him now ? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Mr. Lovemore, I have great dependance upon you. 


I am going to make a diſcovery---I bluſh at the very 
thought of it (Turns away). 


LovemMoRE. 


Be a man, Sir Baſhfull ; out with it at once; let 
me adviſe you, 4 


5 a = F 
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i 
1 SIR BASHFULL. 


= The very thing I want. The affair is but then 
if he ſhould betray me Mr. Lovemore, I doubt 


ds, 


vou, and yet eſteem you. Some men there are, who, 

when a confidence is repoſed in them, take occaſion 

from thence to hold a hank over their friend, and 
tyrannize him all the reſt of his days. 


0, 4 * 

lat 'F LoveMORE. | 

lo, O fy ! this is ungenerous. True friendſhip is o 
another quality: It feels from ſympathy; honour is 
2 the active principle; and the ſtricteſt ſecrecy is an 

i inviolable rule. 


Sik BAaSHFULL. 


Mr. Lovemore, I have no further Coubt—ſtay ; did 
not you hear a noiſe ?: Don't I ſee a ſhadow moving 
et under the bottom of that door? (goes lo the door). 


LOVEMORE. 
What has got into his head? 


Sis BasSHFULL (Looking out.) 
Servants have a way of liſtening. 


. LOVIMuORE. 


Rank jealouſy ! he has it through the very brain! 


SIR BASHFULL. 


et No, no; all's ſafe. Mr. Lovemore, Iwill make 
you the depofitary,—the faithful depoſitary of a ſe- 
cret: let it paſs from the bottom of my heart to the 
inmoſt receſs of yours: there let it reſi concealed from 
every 
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every prying eye. —My inclination—There I ſee © 
a laugh already forming in every feature of your face. 


/ 


LovEMORE. 


Then my face is no true index of the mind. Were 
you to know the agitations in which you keep me 6 
this ſuſpenſe 


SIR BASHFULL, 1 
believe it. To make an end at once, my incli- 
nations are totally changed no; not changed; but 
they are not what they ſeemed to be. Love is the 
paſſion that poſſeſſes me. il am in love, and -( 
from him) and I am aſhamed of myſelf. 


LoVEMORE. 


Aſhamed! Love is a noble paſſion: but don't let 
me hear any more about it. Lady Conſtant will diſ- 
cover all, and then the blame will fall on me. l 
your heart revolts from her, don't let me be — 
in league with you. You need not involve me ina 
quarrel with her ladyſhip. 


SIR BASHFULL. m 
You don't take me right. You are wide, quite 
wide of the mark. Hear me out. 6 


LOVEMORRE. 
No, no more. You muſt excuſe me. 


a 3 

.. = 

1 

ON 2 

23 

8 - 

9 
9 


You ſhall hear me. The object of my paſo | 
this charming woman, whom I doat on to diſtrac- Þ 
tion a 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Lovr- x 
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ee BK 
e. 

bf LovemoRr. 

Tour pardon; I won't hear it---(wa/ks away from 
ro Vin) When her ladyſhip hears of his gallantary, the 


8 SIX BASHFULL. (following Lovemore) 
lj. I fay, Mr. Lovemore, this adorable creaure——— 
ut 
he LOVEMORE. 
1 Z Keep your ſecret, Sir Baſhfull, (avoiding him) 
| SIR BASHFULL, ( followiiy him) 
| Who looks ſo lovely in my eyes 
et 
4 : LovemoRz. 
ht Well; I dont defire to know her. 
1a 


'Y SIR BASHFULL. 
Fou do know her. ( following bim) This idol of 
my heart, is my own wife. 
ute | 
| LovemorRtE (fares at Lim) 
Your own wife ? 


3 SiR BASHFULL. 
Tes, my own wife. (/ooks filly, and luis away) 
It's all over with me: I am undone. 

ac- 


This is the moſt unexpected diſcovery, 


. Sts 
ve-Þ 


4. © 
2 
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SIR BASHFULL. 
Look ye there now; he laughs at me already. 


LovemoRe. (de) 


His wife muſt not know this. The graſs is cut 
under my feet if ſhe ever hears a word of it. -J 


Six BASHFULI.,, (afide) 


He is ſtruck with amazement, and does not ſay i 
word to me, | 2 


Lovemore. (aſide) 


I muſt not encourage him.---And can this be pol- ] 
ſible, Sir Baſhfull ?---In love with your own wife! 


SiR BASHFULL. I 

Spare my confuſion, I have made myſelf very ri- 
diculous. (Looks at him, and turns away) I know 
have, * 


LovEMORE. 


Ridiculous? Far from it. Can it be wrong to? 
love a valuable woman? Not to feel the impreſſions u 
of beauty and of merit were downright inſenſibility; ? 
but then we ſhould always admire with diſcretion. ? 
The folly of us married men conſiſts, in letting our 
wives perceive the vehemence, with which we love; 
and the conſequence is, we are enſlaved for the reſt of); 
our lives.---I could truſt you with a ſecret, which? 
perhaps, would keep you in countenance. Could 
you imagine it? I love my wife. i 


J 
„ 
2 


? | S fp : 
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SIR BASHFULL, 
How ? 


I LovEmMoORE. 
nl am in love with my wife. 


SiR BASHFULL. 


Oh! no, no;---hey! (coking highly plegſed you 
make me laugh. You don't love her, do you? 


Lovruogx. 


= Paſſionatcly; tenderly; with all the ardour of af- 
4 ection. 


SIR BASHEULI. 


Give me your hand. Ha! ha!---I did not ex- 
ect this. This is ſome relief. Ha! hal- you 
4 Wave made me happy. And have you led the lite 
I gou have done all this time, on purpoſe to conceal 
pour regard from her? 


4 LoveMmoRE. 


For that very purpoſe. I eſteem her; I love her; 
on Put I would not have her know it. 
ty; 
ion. SIR BASHFULL, 
out No? 
ve; 
nich! LovrmMore. 


ould Vpon no conſideration, nor would I have the 
Forld know it. 


1 
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SIR BASHFULL., 


Perfectly right, 


LoOVEMORE. 


To be ſure. Tell your wife that you eſteem he 
good qualities, and admire her pe. %, the cries Vie— 
TORIA, falls to plundering, and then you mult either 
break her chain, or wear it in the face of the world, 
a laughing ſtock for all your acquaintance. 


SIR BASHFULL, 
That is what I have always been afraid of, 


LOVEMORE. 


Not without reaſon. The world delights in rid. 
cule. Do you know, if our ſecrets were to tranl- 
pre, that we ſhould have nothing but wit, raillery, 
and fleers, and taunts, flying about our ears ? 


SIR BasSHFULL. 


But I have taken good care. 1 have quarrellet ; 
with my lady ten times a day on purpoſe to cloa ? 


the aſfair, and prevent all ſuipicion. 


LovEMORE. 


Admirable! I commend your prudence. Beſides, | 
my Lady Conſtant, you know, has ſome youth. 


vigour about her; a graceful perſon, and an ex: 
that inflames defire ; and deſire at your time of lit. 
you know 
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# SIR BASHFULL. 
| Po! it is not for that; that is nothing. I wear 
admirably well, Mr. Lovemore. 


LoveMoORE. 
by Do you ? 
U SIR BASHFULL, 
As young as ever: but I don't let her know it. 
LoveMoORE. 
Well! if you are diſcreet in that point, you are a 


very Machiavel | 
I SIR BASHFULL. 
dl. Yes, yes; I fight cunning. (/avghs) 
ery, | LoveMoRE. 


Let nothing betray you. Be upon your guard : 
that is my own plan exactly. You want no advice 


from me. 
nal ; 
lo ! SIR BASHFULL. 

Pardon me: you can aſſiſt me.—My dear brother 
13288 give me your hand. We can in a ly way 
be of great uſe to each other. 

mis 
" LovemMoRE, 

1110 2 a 
os As how ! 
lite, 

SIR BASHFULL. 
I'm tell you. There are ſome things which you 
d know our wives expect to be donc. 


E 2 Lovr- 
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LoveEMORE. "3 
(aſide) What the devil is he at 


So there are. 
now? 


SIR BASHFULI. 
Now if you will aſſiſt me 


ILovemort. 4 
You may depend upon ray aſſiſtance. 3 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Thus it is: my wife, you know, keeps a power of 
company, and makes a great figure there. I could 
ſhew her in any company in England : I with ſhe 3? | 
could ſay the lame of me. J 


LovrrioRE, 4 
Why truly I wiſh ſhe could. 4 ( 
1 
SIR BashrurL. 3 . 
But that's out of the queſtion. Now if you will 
come into my ſcheme lt mult be a deep ſecret—— 7? 
How? Is that Sir Brilliant's voice? 
Futer Six BRILLIANT, 
Sin BRILLIANT. 4 
Sir Baſhſull, you ſee what attraftion you have.“ 
Lovemore, I did not expect to fee you here. I 
LoviMoORE. m 
x an 
T » 3 oO * 7 * * 7 2 4 
Nor did I expect you, Sir Brilliant. (æſde) po 
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FF SIR BASHFULL. 
t * Confuſion !\——This unſeaſonable viſit 


(de) 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
And your lady, is ſhe at home, Sir Baſhfull ? 


SIR BAaSHFULL. 


Her own people keep that account, Sir: I know 
nothing of her. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Napy, never talk ſlightingly of a lady, who poſſeſ- 
ſes ſo many elegant accompliſhments, She has ſpi- 
rit, ſenſe, wit and beauty. 


Sis BaSHfULL. (aſide) 


* Spirit, ſenſe, wit and beauty! ſhe has them all, 
2 ſure enough.---Sir, I am no ſworn appraiſer to take 
an inventory of her effects.---(afide) Hey, Love- 
more? (looks at him and laughs) 


Lovemore. (to Sir Baſhſull) 
Vaſtly well ! 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Is her ladyſhip viſible this morning? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Whether ſhe is viſible or not, is no buſineſs of 
mine, but I know ſhe is unintelligible this morning, 
and incomprehenſible this morning. She has the va - 
pours; but your converſation I ſuppoſe will brighten 
ber up for the reſt of the dav. 
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SiR BRILLIANT. 


Why, as it happens, I have the rareſt piece of 
news to communicate to her, Lovemore, you know 
Sir Amorous la Fool ? 


LovEMORE. 


He that was Sheriff the other day? Came up 
with an addreſs, and got himſelf knighted? 


Sin BRILLIANT. 


The ſame. He declared he would live with his 
friends upon the ſame familiar footing as before, and 
his new dignities ſhould make no alteration. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
I have ſeen the Knight. What of him? 


Sia BRILLIANT. 
Poor devil. He is in ſuch a ſcrape! 


SIR BASHFULL. 


What's the matter? Bubbled at play, 1 ſuppoſe. 


Sis BRILLIANT. 
Worſe, much worle. 


LoveEMoORE. 
He has been blackballed at one of the clubs ? 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Or run through the body in a duel ? 


« - 2 0 1 
4 2 4. % 7 
wy" ond i A a wt . 
- g 2 I * 
. ; 


7 . 71 


SiR BRILLIANT. 
Why that's a ſcrape indeed : but it is not that, 


SIR BASHFULL. 


What then ? 


4 z SiR BRILLIANT. 
So unfortunate a diſcovery ! he is fallen i in love— 
1 cannot help laughing at him. 


8 N LoVEMORE. 
Pol! fallen in love with ſome coquette, who plays 
off her airs, and makes a jeſt of him. 


| SIR BASHFULL. 
A young actreſs may be, or an opera ſinger ? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


No, you will never gueſs. Sir Baſhfull,—like a 
; filly devil, he is fallen in love with his own wife, 


s | i | SiR BASHFULL. 
Fallen in love with his own wife! (ares at him) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Ves; he has made up all quarrels ; his jealouſy is 
at end, and he is to be upon his good behaviour for the 
'F reſt of his life. Could you expect this, Lovemore? 


LOVEMORE. 


No, Sir; neither I nor my friend Sir Baſhfull ex- 
* this. 
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SIR BASHFULL. 


It is a ſtroke of ſurprize to me. (Looking unca ); 


Sik BRILLIANT. 


I heard it at my Lady Betty Scandal's, and we had 2 


ſuch a laugh: the whole company were in aſtoniſh- 
ment: waiſt ſtood ſtill; quadrille laid down the 
cards, and brag was in ſuſpenſe. Poor Sir Amorous' 
it is very ridiculous, is not it, Sir Baſhfull © 


SIR BASHFULIL. . 
Very ridiculous indeed.---(afide) My own cab 


exactly, and my friend Lovemore's too. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


The man is loſt, undone, ruined, dead and bu- 


ried. 


LovemoRse. (laughing) 


THe will never be able to ſhew his face after th:; 
diſcovery. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Oh, never; it's all over with him. Sir Baſhfull, 3 


this does not divert you; you don't enjoy it. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
Who TI ?---I---I---nothing can be more pleaſant 


and I- laugh as heartily as I poſſibly can. ( /orcin; Þ 


4 lnb.) 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 


£ Lovemore, you remember Sir Amorous uſed to 

* rut, and talk big, and truly he did not care a pinch 

» ſnuff for his wife, not he; pretended to be as much 

lat caſe as Sir Baſhfull about his lady, and as much his 

a own maſter as you yourſelf, or any man of pleaſure 
U bout town. 


LOVEMORE. 


1 remember him: but as to Sir Baſhfull and my- 
ſelf, we know the world; we underitand life. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


ale 4 So we do; the world will neyer have ſuch a ſtory 
Zof us, Will they Lovemore ? 


5 * 


— of * EN 


7 LovrmoRe. 
bu. Oh! ve are free: we are out of the ſcrape. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Sir Amorous la Fool will be a proverb. Adieu for 
15 him the ſide-box whiſper, the ſoft aſſignation, and 
all the joys of freedom. He is retired with his Pe- 
gnelope, to love one another in the country; and next 

winter they will come to town, to hate one another. 


ull, Si BASHFULL. 
Do you think it will end ſo? 


Sin BRILLIANT. 


int: ] No doubt of it. That 1 is always the denouement 
in of modern matrimony, But I have not told you the 
worſt of his caſe. Our friend Sir Charles Wildfire, 
ou know, was writing a comedy, and what do you 
think he has donc? He has drawn the character of 
Sir Amorous, and made him the het ro of the play. 


SIR 
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SiR BAaSHFULL. 
What put him into a comedy ? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Even ſo: it is called © The Amorous Huſband, 
ce Or, The Man in Love with his own Wife.” Oh! 
ho! ho! ho! 


LovEMORE. 


We muſt ſend in time for places. 
(laughs with Sir Brilliail) 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Lovemore carries it with an air. (de) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Yes, 1 we mult ſecure places. Sir Baſhfull, you 
ſhall be of the party. 


SIR Ba$SHFULL. 


The party will be very agreeable. IT ſhall enjoy 
the joke prodigiouſly. Ha! ha! (orces @ laugh) 


LovEeMORE. 


Tok Sir Baſhfull, we ſhall reliſh the humour, 
(looks at bim and laughs) 


SiR BRILLIANT. 


The play will have a run: the people of faſhion | 
will crowd after ſuch a character.— I mutt drive to a; 


million of places and put it about; but firſt, wit! 


your leave, Sir Baſhfull, I will take the liberty 0 
give 75 
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4 e 4 hint of the affair to your lady. It will ap- 
FF" ſo ridiculous to her! 


1 SIX BASHFULL, 
| Do you think it will ? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Without doubt: ſhe has never met with any 
bing like it: has ſhe, Lovenuore ? 


LoveMoRE. 
I fancy not: Sir Baſhfull, you take care of that. 


at) 3 
f SIR Baskruit. 
Ves, yes; I ſhall never be the town-talk.—Hey, 
Lovemore ? 
4 
; 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Well, I'll ſtep and pay my reſpects to my Lady 

Jonſtant. Poor Sir Amorous! he will have his 

orns added to his coat of arms in a little time. 
Ha! ha! [ Exit, 


ou 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


There, you ſee how it is. I ſhall get lampooned, 
&-rhymed, and niched into a comedy, 


LovemMorr. 


| Po! never be frightened at this. Nobody knows 
your weakneſs but myſelf, and I can't betray your 
ion | kcret for my own ſake. 
O a L | | 
vith | 2 S1R BaSHFULT.. 
y to | Very true. 
give“ 
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Love- 
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LOoVEMORE. 


This diſcovery ſhews the neceſſity of concealing 


our loves. We mult act with caution. Give mn 


Lady no reaſon to ſuſpect that you have the Icaſt re. 


gard for her, 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Not for the world. 


LOVEMORE. 
Keep to that. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


I have done her a thouſand kindneſſes, but all Ly 
ſtealth ; all in a ſly way. 


LOVEMORE. 
Have you? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


3 
4 
ö 
2 


my 


* 
1 
* 


| al 


10 
Oh! a multitude. I'II tell you. — She has been! 
piaguing me a long time for an addition to her 


Jewels. She wants a diamond croſs, and a better! 


pair of diamond buckles. Madam, ſays I, I wil 


have no ſuch trumpery; but then goes I and be-! 


ſpeaks them of the firſt jeweller in town.—All under 
the role. The buckles are finiſhed : worth five!“ 


hundred ! She will have them this very day, without 
Knowing from what quarter they come. l can't but 
Hugh at the contrivance—the man that brings them, 
i run away directly, without ſaying a word. 
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Lovruokr. 
Sly, fly.—You know what you are about. 


SIR PASHFULL, 


&y, let me alone (/aughs with Levemore) And 
then, to cover the deſign full more, when I fee her 
var her baubles, I can take occaſion to be as Jea- 

lous as bedlam. 


LOVIMORE. 


So you can: ha! ha !---(ofide) I wiſh he may 
never be jealous of me in good carneſt. 


| SIR BASHFULL. 


Give me your hand, (Locks at him and laughs) 1 
aum ſafe I think, 
LovzMoRe. (laughing with him) 
Perſectly fate---(afide) if it was not ſor his own 
| Holly, | 
Six BASHFULL. 


But J was telling you, Mr. Lovemore:---we can 
bc of eſtentlal ule to cach other, 


LovEeMORE. 
As how pray ? 


SIR BASHFULTL.. 


WI ny, my lady is often in want of money. It 
would be ridiculous in me to {ſupply her. Now if 
vou Will take the money from me, and pretend ta 

lend it to ner, out of fliendſhip, you kauw 


L1v E 85 


78 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


LoveMoORE. 


pimping for his own horns.—I ſhall be glad to { 
YOu, 


Sin BasHFULL. 


I am for ever obliged to you—here, here; take 
now—here it is in bank notes—one, two, thre 
there is three hundred—g1ve her that, and tell , 
you have more at her ſervice to morrow or next (x 
if her occaſions require it. 


LOVEMORE. 
My good friend, to oblige you (zakes the mom, 


this is the rareſt adventure! | 


Sik BAaSHFULL, 
Il do any thing for you in return. 


LoVvEMORT. 


I ſhall have occaſion for your friendſhip that 
to forgive me, if you find me out. (aſide) 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Loſe no time ; ſtep to her now—hold, hold; 80 
Brilliant is with her. 


LOVEMORE. 


I can diſmiſs him. 
will make her ladyſhip eaſy for you, 


tk 


SIR BASHFULL, 
It will be kind of you, 
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# «of . 3 0 ON 
ri es» 1h i 9 SS 


Rely upon my friendſhip: | 
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wk ray can be better (ue Here is a felly | 
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5 LovemoRE. 
„ It hall be her own fault if J don't. 
fer; 

Sik BASHFULL. 

A thouſand thanks to you—well, is not this the 
e rareſt project? 
1 5 LoveMoRe. 
as It is the neweſt way of ſatisfying a man's 


wife! a 


Sin BASHTUL. 


anal Ay! let this head of mine alone. 


4 
7 


LoVEMORE. (afide) 


Not if I can help it? Huſh I- -I hear Sir Brilliant; 
he is coming down ſtairs. I'll take this oppor 


"nity, and fic} p to her ladyſhip now. 


1 4 
lat! SIR BASHFULL. 


Do ſo, da ſo, 


LovEMORE. 


d | I am gone. (aide Who can blame me now if 
I cuckoid this fellow ? [ Exit. 


Si BasSHnrFUuLlL. 


Proſper you, proiper you, Mr. Lovemore. Make 
me thankfull: he 1s a true friend. I don't know 
5 Y what I thould do without him. 


© -—- 
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Enter 
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Enter SIR BRILLIANT. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Sir Baſhfull, how have you managed this ? 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


I have no art, no management. What's the mat. 


ter ? | 


StR BRILLIANT. 


I don't know what you have done, but your lady 
Jaughs till the 1s ready to expire at what I have been 
telling her. 


SIR BaASHFULL. 


And ſhe thinks Sir Amorous la Fool an object c 
ridicule ? | 


— 122 


StR BRILLIANT. 


She docs not give credit to a ſingle ſyllable of the 
ſtory. A man that loves his wife would be a Phoenix 
indeed ! Such a thing might exiſt formerly, bur in this 
polithed age is no where to be found. That's her 
opinion of the matter, 
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SiR BaSHFULL. (laugbs) 


A whimſical notion of her's ! and ſo ſhe thinks you 
may go about with a lanchorn to find a man that! 
ſets any value upon his wile? 


omen 3... A oe . od + let 1 ak 


Sin PprILLIANT. 


You have managed to convince hero: it. How 4 
the devil do you contrive to govern ſœfne a woman: 
I know ſeveral, without her pretenſions, Who h.π ] 
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3 ong ago thrown of all reſtraint. You keep up your 
, own dignity. 


SiR BASHFULL, 
Yes, I know what I am about. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


2 You you are quite in the faſhion. —Apropos ; 
I fancy I ſhall want you to afford me your aſſiſtance, 
Vou know my Lady Charlotte Modelove? She has 
a taſte for the Theatre: at Bell Grove-place ſhe has 
an elegant ſtage, where her ſelect friends amuſe 
themſeſves now and then with a repreſentation of 
certain comic pieces. We ſhall there act the new 
[comedy, but we apprehend ſome difficulty in the 
arrangement of the ſeveral characters. Now you 
hall act Sir Amorous, and 


1 
%, 


SIR BaASHFULL., 


lact, Sir — know nothing of the character. 


; SiR BRILLIANT. 


Po! ſay nothing of that. In time you may reach 
the ridiculous abſurdity of it, and play it as well as 
another. 


Six BAsUrulI. (2/iae) 


Confuſion! he does not ſuſpect, I hope divert 
yourſelves, Sir, as you may; but not at my expence 
I promiſe you. 


{ 
3 
o 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 
Never be ſo abrupt. Who knows but Lady Con- 


— tant may be the happy wife, the Cara & ofa "of the 


Yor. III. F piece! 
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piece! and then, you in love with her, and ſh: 
laughing at you for it, will give a zeſt ro the humour, 
which everybody will reliſh in the moſt exquilite de. 
gree. 


SiR Ba$SHFULL. 


Po! this is too much. You are very pleaſant, 
but you won't eaſily get me to play the fool. 


S1R BRILLIANT. | 

Well, conſider of it. I ſhall be delighted to ſce 
my friend Sir Baſhfull tied to his wife's apron-ſtring, 
and with a languiſhing look melting away in admirs | 
tion of her charms. Oh! ho! ho! ho adieu; 2 
I'honneur ; good morning, Sir Baſhfull. [ Ex. | 


SiR BASHFULL, 


J don't know what to make of all this: But 
there is no danger. As long as no body knows 
it, I may venture to love my wife. There will be. 
no harm, while the ſecret is kept as cloſe as nicht,” 
concealed in tenfold darkneſs, from the wits and 
{coffers of the age. | | 


Enter LOVEMORE. 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Well, well ?- -how have you managed ? 


LoveMORE. 


As I could wiſh: ſhe is infinitely obliged to me, 
and will never forget the civility. 


Soft 


1 n 83 


ſhe þ 
ur, N SIR BASHFULL; 
8 A thouſand thanks to you. I am not ſuſpected? 
; LovEMORE. 
\ * She has not a diſtant idea of you in this buſineſs. 
My > ſhe was rather delicate at firſt, and heſitated, and 


thought it an indecorum to accept of money even 
from a friend. But that objection ſoon vaniſhed. I 
told her it is but too viſible that ſhe is unfortu- 


* N 3 a 


ſee| 1 nately yoked with a husband, whoſe humour wil! 
ng,, never be ſoftened down to the leaſt compliance with 
ir. | her inclinations, 
; af 
t. Sis Ba$SHFULL, 
That was well ſaid, and had a good effect, I hope, 
Buy LoveMORE. 
= l hope ſo too. 
ht, | SIR BASHFULL, 
mw It helps to carry on the plot, you know. 
LoVEMORE. 
Admirably ; it puts things in the train I wiſh, 
SIR BASHFULL, 
And ſo, to cover the deſign, you'gave me the worſi 
of characters. 
me,, LoveMoORE. 
painted you in terrible colours, 
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SiR BASHFULL. 


Do ſo allways, and ſhe will never ſuſpe& me of | 
being privy to any civility you may ſhew her. 


I OVEMORE. 


I would not have you know any thing of my being 
civil to her for the world. I have ſucceeded thus far. | 
] talked a few muſty ſentences, ſuch as, the perſon, | 
who receives a civility, confers the obligation, and ſo 
with ſome reluctance ſhe complied at laſt, and 
things are now upon the footing I would have them, 
Death and fury! there comes my wife. 


a 


SiR BASHFULL. 
Ay, and here comes my wife. 


LovEMORE. 
What the devil brings her hither ? 


SIR BaSHFULL. (afide) | 


Now, now; now let me ſee how he will carry i- 
before Mrs. Lovemore.— Walk in, madam ! walk in 


Mrs. Lovemore. 


Enter Mrs. Lovemore, and LADY ConsTANT, 0! 
oppoſite doors. 


Lapy ConsTANT: 


Mrs. Lovemore, to ſee you abroad is a noveltr | 


indeed. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. LovREMORkE. 
As great perhaps as that of finding your ladyſhip 


at home. Mr. Lovemore, I did not expect to have 
the pleaſure of meeting you. 

1 LoveEMORE. 

Ihen we are both agreeably ſurprized. 

2 ; þ 

: Sis BasneuLL. 

Now mind how he behaves. (a/ide) 

: Mrs. Lovemore. 

1 thought you were gone to you city-banker. 

| LovemMoRE. 


And you find that you are miſtaken. I have de- 
ferred it till the evening (ade 'Sdeath ! to be 
tcazed in this manaer, 


1 Mt Wh 


StR BaSHFULL. (afide) 


No, no; he won't drop the maſk. ( Looks at Lady 
Conflant) She has touched the cath; I can ſee the 


bank-notes ſparkling in her eyes. | 


- Mrs. Lovizmore. 
If you don't go into the city till the evening, may 


I hope for your company at dinner, Mr. Love- 
more ? 


4 LoveEeMORE. 


The queſtion 1s entertaining, but as it was ſettled 
this morning, I think it has loſt the graces of novelty. 


F 3 Sia 
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SiR BASHFULL. 


He won't let her have the leaſt ſuſpicion of hisre- 
gard. (9/ide) 


Lapy ConsTANT. 


I dare ſay Mr. Lovemore will dine at home, if it 
conduces to your happineſs, Ma'am ; and Sir Baſh- 
full, I take it, will dine at home for the contrary 
reaſon. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Madam, I will dine at home, or TI will dine abroad, 
for what reaſon I pleaſe, and it is my pleaſure to give 
no reaſon for either —Lovemore! (looks at hin 
end ſmiles ) 


LoveMORE (aſide to Sir B ) 
Bravo! what a blockhead it is? 


Mrs. LovemoRE. 


As you have your chariot at the door, Mr. Love- 
more, if you have no objection, I will fend away my 
chair, and you may do me the honour of a place in 
your carriage. 


LoveMoORE. 


The honour will be very great to me, but 
many places to call at.—If I had known this 
ſooner You had better keep your chair. 


SiR BasHFULL. (de) 


Cunning ! cunning ! he would not be ſeen in his 
Chariot 
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1 f chartiot with her for the world. He has more diſcre- 
tion than I have. 


. LADY ConsTaANT. 


Mrs. Lovemore, ſince you have at laſt ventured 


to come abroad, I hope you will think it a change 
for the better. You are too domeſtick. I ſhall ex- 


pect now to ſee you often: and apropos, I am to 


have a rout to-morrow evening; if you will do me 
the honour of your company 


SIR BASHFULL., 
A rout to-morrow evening ! you have a rout every 


evening, I think. Learn of Mrs. Lovemore ; imi- 

tate her example, and don't let me have your hurri- 

cane months ail the year round in my houſe, —Hip ! 
L (aide) Lovemore, how do you like me? 


LovemoRE. (a/ide to Sir Baſhfull) 


You improve upon it every time. But I am 


2 loitering here as if I had nothing to do.—My Lady 
3 Conſtant, I have the honour to wiſh your ladyſhip 
a good morning. Sir Baſhfull, your's. —Madam--- 
"(bows gravely 10 Mrs, Lovemore, hums a tune and 
Exil ) 


Po INE 


SiR BASHFULL, (afide) 


He knows how to play the game, I' try what I 
can do. Mrs. Lovemore, I have the honour to 


4 wiſh you a good morning. Madam (bows crave!y 
4 1% Lady Conſtant, hums a lune, and Exit) 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


Two ſuch hujbands ! 
F 4 Lavy 
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Lapy ConsTaANnT. 


As to my ſwain, I grant you: Mr. Lovemore i; | 


at leaſt well-bred; he has an underſtanding, and 


may in time reflect. Sir Bahfull never qualifies 


hin:ſelf with che ſmalleſt tincture of civility. 


Mrs. LovREMORE. 
If civility can qualify the draught, I muſt allow 


Mr. Loveniore to have a ſkilful hand. But there is 
no end of his projects. Every day opens a n 
ſcene. Another of his intrigues is come to light. 1 
came to conſult with your ladyihip. I know you 
are acquainted with the widow Bellmour. 


Lapy ConsTaxT. 
The widow Bellmour ? I know her perfectly well. 


Mrs. LovERMORE. 


Not ſo well, perhaps, as you may imagine. She 
has thrown out the lure for my wild gallant, and in 
order to deceive me—— | 


Lady ConsTanrT. 
My dear, you muſt be miſtaken. Who tells you 
this ? | 
Mrs Lovemore, 


Oh! I can truſt to my intelligence. Sir Frilliant 
Faſhion, by way of blind to me, has been this morn- 
in, drawing ſo amiavie a picture of the lady 
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LADY ConsTANT. 
Sir Brilliant's authority is not always the beſt, 


but in this point, you may truſt to him. 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
But when you have heard all the circumſtances— 


LADY ConsTANT. 


Depend upon it, you are wrong. I know the wi- 
dow Bellmour. Her turn of character, and way of 
thinking 


Mrs. Lovemore. 


Excuſe me, Madam. You decide without hear- 
ing me. 5 


LADY ConsTanT. 


All ſcandal, take my word for it. However, let 
me hear your ſtory. We'll adjourn to my dreſſing- 
room, if you will; and I promiſe to confute all you 
can fay.—I would have you know the widow Bell- 
mour : you will be in love with her. My dear Ma- 
dam, have not you a tinge of jealouſy ?—Beware of 
that malady. If you fee things through that me- 
dium, I ſhall give you up; 


That jaundice of the mind, whoſe colours ſtrike 
On friend and foe, and paint them all alike 


End of the SECOND ACT. 
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ACT the THIRD. 


Scene, an Apartment at the JVidow BELLMOUR':; | 


ſeveral chairs, a toilette, a book-caſe, and a haryji. 
chord diſpoſed up and down, 


Mt1GcxioNnerT. (putting things in order.) 


Etheridge. He is coming here again to-day, ] 


ſuppole : all this neatneſs, and all this care muſt be 
for him.—Well, it does not fignify: (arranging th: | 


chairs) there is a pleaſure in obeying Madam Bell. 
mour. She 1s a ſweet lady, that's the truth of it.--- 
Twere a pity any of theſe men, with their deceitful! 
arts, ſhould draw her into a fſnare.---But ſhe knov; 
them all. They muſt riſe early who can outwit her, 


(/ettling the toilette) 


Enter Mrs. BELLMOUR, reading. 


Oh ! Beſt with temper, wheſe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearjul! as to-day ; 
She who can own a ſiſter's charms, aud hear 
Stghs fer a daughter with unwounded ear; 
That never anſwers till à buſvand cools, 
And if ſbe rules him, inc ver ſbetes the Tues, 


Senſible, elegant Pope! 
_ Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Zet hes ber buincar ing, when ſhe obeys. 


(ems to read cu, 


Miss- 


Don't well know what to make of this ſame Lord | 
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Mrcx10NtzT. 
Lord love my miſtreſs! always ſo charming, fa 


I and ſo happy ! 


Mrs. 8 


Theſe exquiſite characters of women! they are a 
ſort of painters gallery y, Where one ſees the portraits 
pf all one's acquaintance, and ſometimes we fee our 
pwn fratures too. Mignionet, put this book in it's 
Place. 


MI GNTO NET. 


Yes, ma'am; and there's your toilet looks as ele- 
gant as hands can make it. 


Mrs. Bri.movn. 


Does it? I think it does. You have ſome taſte. 
Apropos, where is my new ſong ? Oh! here it 
* | muſt make myſelf miſtrefs of it (plays upon 

e harpſichord and ſings a little) I believe, I have 


ene e. it. (ries and goes to her toilet) This hair 


is always tormenting me, always in diforder : this 


lock muſt be for ever gadding out of it's place. I 
muſt and will ſubdue it. Do you know, Mignionet, 


that this is a very pretty ſong ? It was writ © by my 


Lord Etheridge. My Lord has aturn. (/ings & little) 
] muſt be perfect before he comes. (bums the tune) 


Do you know that I think my Lord is one of thole 
men, who may be endured? 


M1GNIONET, 
Yes, Ma'am, I know von think ſo. 
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Mrs. BzLLMovuR, 
Do you ? 


Mrcenronert. 


And if I have any ſkill, Ma'am, you are not wit}. 
out a little partiality for his lordſhip. 


Mrs. BeL!,MouR. 


Really? Then you think I like him perhaps, 


Do you think I like him? I don't well know hoy 
that is. Like him ! no, not abſolutely; it is ng: 
decided: and yet I don't know, if I had a mind t 
humour myſelf. 

tion, there is ſomething here in my heart that would 
be buſy, I believe.---The man has a ſoftneſs of man. 


ner, a turn of wit, and does not want ſentiment | 
Can I call it ſentiment? Yes, I think I may. He 
has ſentiment ; and then he knows the manners, che! 
uſage of the world, and he points out the ridicule d 


things with ſo much humour ! 


2B 
* drcgxIONET. 


You'll be caught, Ma'am ; I ſee that.---To be 


ſure, my lord has a quality-air, and can make him- 


ſelf agreeable. But what of that? You know but} 
very little of him. Is a man's character known uf 
three or four week's time? (Mrs. Bellmour hum 


zune) Do, my dear madam, mind what I ſay: I an 


at times very conſiderate, I make my remarks, ard! 


Lord, ma'am, what am J do- 


I ſee very plainly 


MR: I am talking to you for your own good, ard 
you are all in the air, and no more mind me, no, no 


more than if I was nothing at all. 


Mrs. LovxMORE. (continues humming a tune) 


You talk wonderfully well upon the ſubject ; by: : 


431 


OW 


and to give way a little to inclinz-f 


POR” 


/ 


th 
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9 

bs: 4 
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4 


a8 1 know how the cards lie, and can play the beſt 
of the game; and as J have a ſong to amuſe me, one 
is inclined to give muſical nonſenſe the preference. 
1 


2 
1 
2 
* 


MircNnioNnert. 


o I aſſure you, ma'am, I am not one of thoſe ſer- 


wants, that bargain for their miſtreſs's inclinations : 
but you are a going to take a leap in the dark. 
What does my Lord Etheridge mean, with his chair 
Pt always brought into the hall, and the curtains cloſe 
o, about his ears? Why does he not he come like him- 
ſelf, and not care who ſees him? There's ſome 
10 myſtery at the bottom, I'll be ſworn there is; and ſo 
you'll find at laſt.—Dear heart, Ma' am! if you are 


uf determined not to liſten, what ſignifies my living 
re: with you? At this rate, I am of no ſervice to you. 
ent. 
E 
e Mrs. BELLMOUR. 
ec] There ;—l have conquered my ſong. (runs to her 
gl How do I look to day? The eyes do well 
enough, I think.—And fo Mignionet, you imagine 
I ſhall play the fool, and marty my Lord Etheridge? 
be 
im- Mroxnionert. 
but! ; 
i. You have it through the very heart of you : I ſee 
„that. 
O's 
am! 
ad Mrs. BeLLMOUR. 
de-] Do you ?—l don't know what to ſay to it. Poor 


ard Sir Brilliant Faſhion ! if I prefer his rival, what will 
no become of him ?—I won't think about it. 


') Enter 
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Enter PoMPEy. 


Mrs. Bult Mou. 
What the matter, Pompey ? 


PomMPErY. 


A lady in a chair delircs to know if your ladyſkrl 


13 at t home? 


. 
4 


Mrs. Bit.LMOuR, 
Has the lady no name ? 


PomnPry. 


Yes; I fancies ſhe has, ma'am ; but ſhe did not tt 


it. 
Mrs. BELLMOVUR. 


How aukward !—well, ſhew the lady up-ſtairs, 


M1cxN1oNET. 
Had not you better receive her in the drawing 


NMrs. BrLLM Ou. 


Oh! you have done very well. There will bel 


formality here. I dare ſay it is ſome intimate 2 
quaintance, though that fooliſh boy does not recoll: 
her name. —Here ſhe comes, 1 don't know her. 


Liter Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


Mrs. LovrzioRt. (diſcencerted) 
I beg pardon for this 3 


a HE 


room, ma'an ? J have not half done my buſineſs ler“ 


„ 
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Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Pray walk in, ma'am. Mignionet, reach a chair. 
' * (Mrs. Lovemore croſſes the ſtage, and they ſalute each 
© other with an air of diſtant ctvilily) 


ging #4 cow 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


| I am afraid this viſit from one, who has not the 
\ 7 honour of knowing you 


Mrs. BELLMOuR. 


Oh make no apology, ma'am.---Mignionet you 
may withdraw. (Exit Mignionet) 


Mrs. LovemoRe. 


th lt may appear extraordinary that a ſtranger thus 
intrudes upon you ;—but a particular circumſtance 
determined me to take this liberty. I hope you will 
excuſe the freedom. | 


8. 
Mrs. BELLMoux. 
You do me honour, ma' am; pray no excuſes. A 
ine particular circumſtance, you ſay ? 


lier“ 
Mrs. LovEMORE. 


I ſhall appear, perhaps, very ridiculous, and in- 
del deed I am afraid I have done the moſt abſurd thing! 
but a lady of your acquaintance—you Know my lady 
dolls Conſtant, ma'am ? 


Mrs. BETLLMOUR. 
Extremely well. 


Mrs. LovzeMORE. 


| She has given you ſuch an amiable chat acter for 
Mr: 5 bene- 


— 
— 


W - 
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benevolence and a certain elegant way of thinking | 
entirely your own, that I flatter myſelf, if it is h 
your power, you will be generous enough to affor! 


me your aſſiſtance. 


Mrs. BrLLMouR. 


Lady Conſtant is very obliging. Make a trial | 


me, ma'am, and if I can be of any uſ 


Mrs. LovEMoORE. 


fear I ſhall aſk you a ſtrange queſtion :---are 
you acquainted with a gentleman of the name ct 
Lovemore ? | 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Lovemore? No ſuch name in my Iiſt.---Love-f 


more? No ;---I recollect no ſuch perſon. The 


circle of my acquaintance is ſmall: I am almoſt: 


ſtranger in town. 


Mrs. LovemoRe. 


That makes an end, Ma'am. I beg your pardon. 


I have given you an unneceſſary trouble. (going) 


Mrs. BrILMOVUR. (ade) 


Mighty odd this ! her manner is intereſting.— | 


You have given me no trouble, but my curioſity i 
excited. (takes her by the hand) I beg you will kcep 
your chair. Pray be feated.---What can this mean 


(ide) Will you be ſo good as to inform me, wW.o 
the gentleman 1s ? 


Mrs. LOVTMORE. 


The ſtory will be unintereſting to you, and to me 
1 


+ ;- {is 
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it is painſull. My grievances 
chief to ber eves). 
3 Mrs. BELLMOVR. (aide) 
* Her grief affects me. (/ooks at her till ſpe bas re- 
ce vered herſelf) I would not importune too much 


Cputs ber handker- 


of | 2 Mrs. Lovzmore. 


You have ſuch an air of frankneſs and generoſity, 
that I will open myſelf without relerve : I have the 
tendereſt regard for Mr. Love:nore: I have been 
art“ married to him theſe two years. I admired his un- 
C © derſtanding, his ſenſibility, and his ſpirit. My heart 
| was his; J loved him with unbounded paſſion. I 
thought the flame was mutual, and, you may believe 
I was happy. But of late, there is ſuch a revolution 
ve. in his temper ! I know not what to make of it, Iam 
The! doomed to be unhappy. 


A 


t 2 
Mrs. Bzr1.movn. 
Perhaps not: you may ſtill have much in your 
power. 
don. 
51 Mrs. Lovruonr. 


My power is at an end. Inftead of the looks of 
affection, and the expreficns of tenderneis, with 
3.— which he uſed to meet me, it is nothing now but 
ty ö cold, averted, {unerficial civility ; while abroad he 
keep runs on in a wild career of pleature, and to my deep 
bean! affliction, has attached hiin{clf entirely to ancther 
who} object. : 


irs. B: LLMovuk, 
And if J had known Mr. Lovemore, do vou ima— 


to me inc that my advice or per ſuaon would avail you 
ay thing? 


Vol. III. GG Mrs. 
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Ivirs. Lovemonr. 


had ſuch a ſancy. (e) What can IT think of her? | 


— 


Mrs. BELLNHHOUR. 


You are much miſtaken. In theſe caſes friends meu 
mmerp ofe, but what can they do? They recom: 
mend a wife to the good will, the honour, and gen 
rofity of her huſb ;and. Bur a 2 woman, wiz 
ihould be eftecmed and loved, recoinmme ded 4s 
n object of compaſſion, ſhe is humbled; indeed: it 
5 ah over with her. A wife ſhould recommend | 
hericlt by the graces of her perſon, and the variety 
oi her talents. Men will prove falſe, and if there 
is nothing in your complaint. but merc gallantry on 
his fide, 1 proteit I do not ſce that your caſe is {| 
VoeY bad. 


— * 


„ 


Mrs. LovrrfoRE. 
Can it be worſe, Ma' am? 


NMirs. Brulutoux. 

A creat deal.—If his alfechions, inſtead of be ire 
alicnated, had been extinguiſhed, what would be tes 
Coploguence - dov nright, tullen, habitual mich 
ſibility, From that lethargy ot attection a man! 
not cal:ly recalled. In all Love's bill of mortal! 

there is not a more fatal diſorder. But this is 50. 
the cate with Mr. Lovemore : 77 5 your account,“ 


1 has ſentiwent; and where there is ſentimen-s 
there is room to hope for an alteration.— But wn. 


1 hs A ! 


A 0 1 #1 fo, . * 2 : 8 
the Left has loſt it's fcelisg, vou have the Pat. 

a * 5 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


That is not my complaint. I have to do with 


one, who is too ſuſceptible of impreſſions from every 
beautiful object that comes in his way. 


Mrs. BrLLMobg. 


Why, ſo much the better. A new idea ſtrikes his 
fancy. He is inconſtant, but after wavering and 
fluttering, he may ſettle at laſt. 


Mrs. LovrMoRE. 
How light ſhe makes of it! She apologizes for 


him! (aide) 


Mrs. Bcr.1MouR, 
And perhaps, the fault is on the woman's ſide.— 


Ars. Lovrmone, 
The virtue of my conduct, Madam 


Mrs. BELLMOUR, 

On! I would have laid my life you would be at 
that work, But virtue is not the queſtion at pre- 
lent. I ſuppoſe virtue; that is always underitood, 
The fault I mean, is the want of due attention to theo 
art of pleaſing, It is there that moſt women fail. 
In theie times, virtue alone may be its own reward. 

NIrs. LOVEMMCRE. 

But after being married ſo long, and bchaving all 

the time with uch an equality — 


G 2 Nirs, 
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Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Ay, that equality is the rock ſo many ſplit upon, 
The men will change; they love variety. Excuic 
my freedom. Do you know your rival ? 


Mrs. Lovemore, 
There I own I am ſomewhat puzzled, 


Mrs. BeLLMOUR, 


Never throw up the cards tor all that. Take my 
advice, Ma'ain.—cvinaploy but halt che pains you 
now uſe perhaps in teaziug yourte!f, to vie with the 
perſon who has ftruck your huſband's fancy,—to vie 
with her, I lay, in tus arts of picaſing; do this, and 
victory is your's. If I judge right, you have quali- 
ties that may diſpute his heart with any body, 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
You are pleaſed to cornpliment. 


Mrs. BErLLMOUR. 


Oh! by no means; but you muſt exert yourſclf. 
It is the wife's buſineſs to bait the hook for her hul- 
band with variety. Virtue alone will not do it. Vice 
puts on allurements : why ſhould not truth and in: 
nocence do the fame? That is the whole altar, 
Ma'am : I would not make myſelt uneaſy. 


Mrs, LoVvEMORE. 


Not uncaſy, when a wild, ungrateful libertine— 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


| f 
Give me leave. I have been married, and am * 
lite!“ 


F 9 8 
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little in the ſecret. To win a heart is eaſy; to keep 
it the difficulty. After the fatal words © for better, 
« for worſe,” women in general relax into indo- 
lence, and while they are guilty of no infidelity, they 
think every thing is right. But they are miſtaken : 
a great deal is wanting; an addreſs, vivacity, a de- 
fire to pleaſe. —A favourite poet, Prior he expreſſed 
it with delicacy : 


Above the fix'd and ſettled rules 

Of vice and virtue in the ſchools, 
The better part ſhould ſet before em 
A grace, a manner, a decorum. 


Mrs. Lovtmorr. 
But when the natural temper —— 


Mrs. BeLLMouR. 
Oh! the natural temper muſt be forced. Home 


muſt be made a place of pleaſure to the huſhand. 


How 1s that to be done? Virtue of itſelf will not 


| pleaſe the taſte of this age; and that equality, which 


you talk of, is a ſameneſs that palls and wearies. A 


wife ſhould throw infinite variety into her manner. 


She ſhould, as it were, multiply herſelf, and ſhew a 


number of different women collected in her own per- 
ſon. The grave, the gay, the tender, affectionate, 
witty, ſtlent, and talkative, all in their turns, all 
ſmifting the ſcene, and ſhe ſucceeding to herſelf as 


3 quick as lightening, And this I take to be the 


whole myſtery ; the way to keep a man. But I beg 


your pardon. I go on too faſt: you will think me 
the giddieſt creature, | 
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Mrs. LovEtMORE. 


uite the reverſe, Ma'am ; you are fo obliging.— 
(o/ide) Sir Brilliant has told me truth, I believe. 


Mrs. BELLMOVUR. 


I have tired myſelf and yon too. - But pray, may 
I now enquire, who was ſo kind as to intimate that [ 
am acquainted with Mr. Lovemore ? 


Mrs. Lovimorre. 


It was a mere miſtake, I have given you a great 
deal of trouble. You will excuſe my frankneſs ; 1 
had heard that his viſits were frequent here. 


Mrs. BrtL.LMOUR. 


His viſits frequent here! My Lady Conſtant 


could not tell you ſo? 


Mrs. LOoVEMORE. 


She told me quite the contrary. She knows your 
amiable qualities, and does you juſtice. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


The accident is lucky: it has procured me the 
honour of your acquaintance. And I ſuppoſe you 
imagined that I had robbed you of Mr. Lovemore's 
heart? — Scandal will be buzzing about. I ca 
laugh at every thing of that fort. (a rap of 5 
door) Oh! Heavens! ſome troubleſome viit.— 


(rings à bel!) 


Enter 
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Enter MicGxionerT. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 
Jam not at home. Go, and give an anſwer, 


M1cGNnIONET. 


It is Lord Etheridge, Ma'am: he is coming up 
ſtairs. The ſervants did not know you had changed 
your mind, 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Was ever any thing ſo croſs? Tell his Lordſhip 
] have company; I am buſy; I am not well; any 
thing, don't let him come in. Make haite, dil- 
patch: I won't ſee him. 


Mrs. LovTMORE. 


beg I may not hinder you: I ſhall take my 


leave, 


Mrs. BrLLMouR. 
By no means. Our converſation grows intereſt- 


ing. I poſitively will not ſee my Lord. 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


can't agree to that. You muſt ſee his Lord- 
ſhip. I can ſtep into another room. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Will you be ſo good ?—You will find ſomething 
to amule you in that cabinet. (Pons to @ door in 
the back ſcene) We mult talk further, My Lord 
than't ſtay long. 


(3 4 Ns 
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Mrs. LOVEMORR. 
Nay, but if you ſtand upon ceremony—— 


Mrs. BELLMOVUR. 


Very well: I'll contrive it. This is a lover of 
mine. A lover and a hufband are the ſame thing. 
Perhaps it will divert you to hear how I manage | 
him. I hear him on the ſtairs. Make haſte: Miz. [3 
nionet ſhew the way. (Mrs. Lovemore and Aigen | 


go cut at the back ſcent) 


Mrs. BeLtMOUR. 
Let me ſce how I look to receive him. 


A heat nly image in the glaſs appears, 
Ty that ſhe bends, lo that her eves ſbe rears, 


Kepairs her ſmiles—— 


(runs to ber glaſs) | 

Enter LOVEMOAE, with a Slar and Garter, 0 * 
Lord ETHERIDGE. . 

1 

1 

LOVEMORE. ; | 

f 
1 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


.. Mc 

Repairs her ſmiles, my Lord! You are ſatirical © _ 

this morning. Pray, my Lord, are my features out 7 , 
of repair, like an old houſe in the country, that! 
wants a tenant ? | 
LoveMORE. [4 

* 

Nay, now you wreſt the words from their viſible 90 

intention. You can't ſuppoſe that II impute to ſuch Þ? g 


perfect beauty the leaſt want of repair, whatever 
may 
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may be the caſe, Ma' am, with regard to the want of 
a tenant. 
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Mrs. BELLMO UR. 


Oh! then your opinion is, that I want a tenant. 
And perhaps you think I am going to put up a bill 
to ſignify to all paſſers-by, that here is a manſion to 
be let, enquire of the widow Blackacre. I like your 
notion; I don't think it would be a bad ſcheme. 
Shall I try it? 


: 
CP ²˙ ˙ r © Soo. 


LovrMoRE. 


A palace needs no ſuch invitation. It's natural 
beauty attracts admiring eyes. But who can bid up 
to the price? The perſon who is able to do it 


* 
r een 


aa 
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Mrs. BeLLMOUR. 
Will be happy; I know that is what you are 


going to ſay. But he muſt do homage for it; and 


then I will let it to none but a ſingle gentleman. 


Do you know any body, whom thoſe conditions will 
ſuit! ? 


LoVEMORE. 


(aſide) What the 
devil does ſhe mean? I am not detected, I hope. 
o be fure, Ma'am, thoſe conditions—And— 
none but ſingle gentlemen will preſume to 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


And then it mult be a leaſe for life. But that 
will never do. Nobody will be troubled with it, I 
| ſhall never get it off my hands: do you think I 


: | hall my Lord ? 
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LOVEMORT. 


There muſt be very little raſte left, if you hay; 
not a number of bidders. You know the ambition 


of my heart ; you know I am devoted to you, upor 


any terins, even though it were to be bought wit! 
life, 


Mrs. BELLMOUR,. 


Heavens! what a dying ſwain you are! and 


does your Lordſhip mean to be guilty of matti 


mony? Lord! what a queſtion have I aſked ?* Tf 


be ſure I am the giddieſt creature. My Lord, dont 
you think me a ſtrange madcap ? 


LovEeMORE. 


A vein of wit, like your's, that ſprings at one 
from vivacity and ſentiment, ſerves to exalt you 


beauty, and give animation to every charm, 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Upon my word, you have ſaid it finely But you 
are in the right, my Lord. Your penhive, melan- 
choly beauty is the moſt inſipid thing in nature. 
And yet we often ſee features without a mind; 
and the owner of them fits in the room with you, 
like a mere vegetable, for an hour together, till : 


lait ſhe is incited to the violent exertion of, © e 


2, 


Sir % fancy not, Ma' am,“ and then a matte! 
of fact converſation! * Miſs Beverley is going t 
ce be married to Captain Shoulder-Knot—My Lo: 
«© Mortgage has had another tumble at Hazard 


« Sir Larry Wilding has loſt his election They i 


cc Hort.. aprons are coming into faſhion.“ 
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LoveMORE. 
Oh! a matter of fact converſation is inſupport- 
able. 
; Mrs. BELLMOUR. 
But you meet with nothing elſe. All in great ſpi- 


js juſt the ſame. 


rits about nothing, and not an idea among them. 
Go to Ranelagh, or to what public place you will, it 
A lady comes up to you; * How 


tr charmingly you look !---But my dear M'em, did you 
To hear what happened to us the other night? We 
ent were going home from the Opera---you know my 
aunt Roly-Poly; it was her coach. There was ſhe 
and Lady Betty Fidget---What a ſweet blonde ! 
How do you do, my dear? (c as do another 
n Feing 3) My Lady Betty is quite recovered ; we 
oh were all frightened about her; but Doctor Snake- 
oot was called in; no, not Doctor Snake-root, 
Podtor Bolus; and fo he altered the courſe of the 
medicines, and ſo my Lady Betty is purely now.— 
Well, there was ſhe, and my aunt, and Sir George 
ven Bragwell—a pretty man Sir George —fineſt teeth in 
lam the world—Your Ladyſhip's moſt obcdient—(curt- 
wy Ling) We expected you laſt night, but you did 
nd; pot come.—He! he! he:—And ſo there was Sir 
yo" George and the reſt of us; and ſo turning the corner 
| of Bond- ſtreet, the brute of a coachman—1 humbly 
Len thank your Grace (c1/vs)---the brute of a coach - 
ate man overturned us, and fo my aunt Roly-Poly was 
; VF frighted out of her wits; and Lady Betty has had 
1 ber nerves again. Only think! ſuch accidents !--- 
4 


I am glad to ſce you look fo well; a l'henneur; he! 


he! he!” 


Love- 
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LoveMORFE. 


Ho! ho! you paint to the life. I ſee her mor. i 


ing before me in all her airs. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


With this converſation their whole ſtock is en 
hauſted, and away they run to cards. Quadrille ha 
murdered wat ! 


Lovtemorr. 


Ay, and beauty too. Cards are the worſt ene. 
mies to a complection : the ſmall-pox is not ſo bad, 
The paſſions throw themſelves into every feature: 
have ſeen the countenance of an angel changed, in: 
moment, to abſolute deformity : the little loves and 
graces, that ſparkled in the eye, bloomed in the 
cheek, and ſmiled about the mouth, all wing their 
flight, and leave the face, which they before 
adorned, a prey to grief, to anger, malice, and fury, 
and the whole train of fretful paſſions. 


Mrs. BELLMUoug. 


And the language of the paſſions is ſometime: 
heard upon thoſe occaſions, 


LoveMoRE. 


Very true, Ma'am; and if by chance they Co 
bridle and hold in a little, the ſtruggle they undergo 
is the molt ridiculous ſight in nature. I have ſeen? 
huge oath quivering on the pale lip of a reigning 
roaſt for half an hour together, and an uplifted eye 
accuſing the gods for the loſs of an odd trick. And 
then, at laſt, the whole room is a babel of ſounds. 
&* My Lord, you flung away the game,—Sir en 

why 


IC) 


| life, and polite converſation. 
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© « why did not you rough the ſpade ?---Captain Tla- 
e zard, why did not you lead through the honour ? 
Ma arm it was not the play---pardon me Sir--- 
e but ma' am, — but Sir---I would not play with you 
for ſtraws; don't you know what Hoyle ſays ?--- 
« If A and B are partners againſt C and D, and 


« the game nine all, A and B have won three tricks, 


« and C and D four tricks; C leads his ſuit, D 


puts up the King, then returns the ſuit ; A paſſes, 


« C puts up the queen, and B trumps it; and fo 
« A and B and C and D are bandied about ;” 
they attack, they defend, and all is jargon, and con- 
fuſion, wrangling, noiſe, and nonſenie ; and high 


Ha! ha! ha! 


Mrs. PTLLMOU. 


Ho! ho! the pencil of Hogarth could not do it 
better. And yet one is dragged to theſe places. One 
muſt play ſometimes. We muſt let our friends pick 
our pockets now and then, or they drop our acquain- 


F tance, Do you ever play, my Lord? 


LOVEMORR, 


Play, Ma'am *?—(afide) What does ſhe mean? 
| mutt play the hypocrite to the end of the chapter. 
Play? —Now and then, as you ſay one muſt ; to 
oblige, and from neceſſity; but from taſte, or in- 


clination, no; I never touch a card. 


Mrs. BRELLMO UR. 


Oh! very true; I forgot. You. dedicate your 
ume to the Muſes; a downright rhyming Peer. Do 
vou know, my Lore, that I am charmed with your 
long ? 1 


1 OYE 


110 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


Lovrmore. 
Arc you ? 


Mrs. BrLLMouR. 


Abſolutely ; and I really think you would make; 
admirable V auxliall poet. 


7 
LoveMORE, 7 
7 
Nay, now you flatter me. J 
44 
Mrs. BELLMOUR. 

No, as I live; it is very pretty. And do yo 

know that 1 can ſing it already? Come, you ſhi 
hear how I murder it. I have no voice to- day, b. in 
you ihall hear me. (977795, ) ti 

I, 
{ttend all ye foir, and Ti tell you the art 

To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe in your chains; E 15 
To hold ii ſoft ſetters te conjiugal heart, ar 
And baniſh from Hr MN his doubts aud his pains, m 
th 
II. BY 
When uno was aeck'd with the Cefius of Love, u 


Al. firſt ſhe wes handjeme ; ſe c {is became © 

Ty -+-.1 © ; OC; 9 Rt oo ORs , 4 

With jill the ff. Fe bi taught per 10 juno de, 
- 7 

To kindle al cute, aud 10 keep up the flame. 


III. 


"Tis tis g dus the eves all hein mag ic and ſire, 


The voice melting accents ; 14 peiic OS Ine Ei,; 
Confers the fweet ſmile, twat awWarens dire, 


. 
F 
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IV. 


Vence. flows the gay chat, more thai reaſon that charins ; 
Je eloquent bluſh, that can beauty improve; 

* The fond /igh, the fond vow ; the ſoft touch that alarms ;; 
' The tender diſdain, the renewal of love. 


+ 
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V. 
Ve fair, take the Ceſius, aud practice it's pow'r x 
The mind unaccompliffid, mere fe ſures are vin; 
J tt wit, With good humou, Chit ci e DOT, 
and ite loves, and the graces ſhall walk in your train, 


mM Lovraont. 


My poetry is infinitely obliged to you. Tt grows 
into ſenſe, as you ſing it. Your voice, like the Ceſ- 
tus of Venus, beitows a grace upon every thing, 


Mrs. BeLLMovn. 
Oh! fulſome! I ſing horridly. (ges be the g 


S 
How do I look? — Don't tell me, my Lord; you 
are ſtudying a compliment, but I am reſolved to 
mortify you; I won't hear it.— Well! have you 
thought of any thing? Let it paſs; it's too late now. 
ray, my Lord, how came you to chooſe ſo grave a 
object as connubial happineſs ? 


I ovemoRE, 
Clofe and particular that queltion! (d 
5 7 


Mrs. PriLu ob. 
Juno! Hywen! doubts and pains! one would 
* * 1 N 0 7 ' 8 
umoſt ſwear that you have a wife at home, who ſar 
lor the picture. 


I ovE- 
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LoveMORE. 


Ma'am, the—(embarraſſed) The compliment— 
you are only laughing it me—the ſubject, from every 
day's experience (a/ide) Does ſhe ſuſpect me? 
the ſubject is common—Batchelors wives, you 
know ha ! ha! And when you inſpire th: 
thought; when you are the bright original, it is no 
wonder that the copy—— 
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VEIL woven HAR ot, 


Mrs. BrLLMuOUR. 


Horrid ! going to harp on the old ſtring. Odi— 
ous ſollicitations! I hate all propoſals. I am not 
in the humour. You muſt releaſe me now: your 
viſit is rather long. I have indulged vou a great 5 
while. And bets, were I to liſten to your vows, i 
what would become of poor Sir Brilliant Falhion ? 


T OVEMORE, 
Sir Brilliant Faſhion ? 


Mrs. BEeLLMOUR, 


| ay 
Do you know him? nie 
LovrMoxk. 

I know whom you mean. H have ſeen him; but 
that's all. He lives with a ſtrange fet, and does no: ſh: 
move in my ſphere. If he is a friend of yeur's, | th 
have no more to ſay. ex] 


Mrs. BELLMOUVRE. 


Is there any thing to fav againit him? 


I 9 N 4 " 
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5 LoOVvEMORE. 


Nay, I have no knowledge of the gentleman. 
They who know him beſt, don't rate him high. A 
* fort of current coin that paſles in this town. You 
* will do well to beware of counterfcits. 


3 N F 


Mrs. BRI. LMouk. 
But this is very alarming 


Enter Mrcex1oxntT, i @ violent burry. 


A MicNIOov rr. 


My dear madam, I am frighted out of my ſenſes. 
The poor Lady—where are the heartſhorn drops? 


LovEeMoORE. 


The lady ! what lady ? 


M1Gx10XET. 
Never ſtand aſking what lady. She has fainted 
away all on a ſudden : ſhe is now in ſtrong hyite- 
© 11cks;z give me the drops. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


> muſt run to her aſſiſtance. Adicu, my Lord. I 
. I ſhall be at home in the evening. Mignionct, ſtep 

dhis way. Your Lordihip will excuſe me: 1 ſhall 
expect to ſee you. Come, Mignivnet; make halte; 
make haſte. [ Exit with Miguienet. 


LoOVEMORE. 


I hope the lady has not overheard me. What a 
villain am I to carry on this ſcheme againſt fo much 
beauty, innocence, and merit? And to wear this 


Vol. III. Fi badge 


„4 „ rc 
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badge of hononr for the darkeſt purpoſes ? And 


then my friend Sir Brilliant, will it be fair to ſu. Þ 
plant him ?---Prichee, be quiet, my Gear conſcience! 
none of your meddling ; don't interrupt a gentlemar 
in his pleaſures. Don't you know, my good friend. 
that love has no reſpect for perſons, but ſoars aboy 
all laws of honour and of friendſhip ? No reflection; 
have her I muſt, and that quickly too, or the vill 
diſcover all. Beſides, this is my wife's fault: why 
does not ſhe make home agreeable ? I am willing to 
be happy; I could be conſtant to her, but ſhe is no: 
formed for happincls. What the devil is madas 
Fortune about now? - (Sie Brilliant ſings within 0 
Sir Brilliant, by all that's infamous. Confuſion! 15 
place to hide me? no eſcape? The door is locke, 
Mignionet, Mignionet, open the door. 


MidNioNv ET. (within) 
You mult not come in here, 


LovEMoRr. 
What ſhall I do ? This ſtar, and this ribbon w:! 


bring me to diſgrace, Away with this tell-tale cy 
dence. (Takes off the ribbon) Go, thou bluſhing 
devil, and hide thyſelf for ever. (Puts it ie Pace, 


Enter Six BRILLIAN , Anging. 


Sin BRILLIANT. 


Mrs. Bellmour, I have ſuch a ſtory for you.--- 
iow !---Lovemore ? 


Lovzuckx. 


Your fave, Sir Brilliant, your ave, (Hidin le 


ſtar With DIS wat) 
. of. 
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| Sik BaSHFULL. 

1 ; did not think you had been acquainted here. 
4 

1 LOVTMORE. 


Fou are right. I came in queſt of you. I ſaw 
de lady. I was drawn hither by mere curioſity. We 

have had ſome converſation; and I made it ſubſer- 
'W vicnt to your purpoles, I have been giving a great 
character of you. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


You are allways at the ſervice of your friends. 


But what's the matter? what are you fumbling 
about? (pulls the hat ) 


LoviMoRE; 


E 'Sdeath ! have care: don't touch me. {pris bis 
tendkerchief to his breaſt) 


Th 1 StR BRILLIANT, 
What the devil ails you ? 


ol LovemoRE. 

Oh! keep off aide) Here's a buſineſs. Taken in 
the old way: let me paſs.— I have had a Hing at Lord 
Etheridge: he will be out of favour with the widow : 
have done you that good.—Racks and Gets, 

old complaint! (wanting to poſe bin) 


Sia DRILLIANT. 
What complaint? You had better fit Cown. 


81 H 2 | Lovyz- 
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LoVEMORE. 


No, no; air, the air. I muſt have a ſurgeon. 4 
ſtroke of a tennis ball! My Lord Rackett's uy. 
lucky left hand. Let me paſs. There is ſomething : 
forming here. (paſſes him) To be caught is th: 
devil. (ofide)—Don't mention my name. You 
will counteract all I have ſaid. Oh ! torture, 
torture ! I will explain to you another time. * 1 
Brilliant, your's. I have ſerved your intereſt.— 13 
Oh! there is certainly ſomething forming. [E. 


1 : 7 A. » e F -* 3 x | 
e I Sg Si Sz e 9 . _ 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
What does all this mean? So, ſo, Mrs. Loveniorc'; 


'ro 
fuſpicions are well founded. The widow has he: 
private viſits, I fee. Yes, yes, there is ſomethin; 
forming here. 

Enter Mrs. BELLMOUR, | Cul 
SIR BRILLIANT. , 
Fo; here ſhe comes. The whole ſhall be explainec. 
1 hope, ma'am, that I don't interrupt you wit 
any piquet- friend. 5 
Mrs. BELLMOUR. 1 
oo 
You are allways a torment : what brings, you !-i 
cl . | 
thel | | 7 
SIR BRILLIANT. 
There are times, ma'am, when a viſit | T) 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Is unſcaſonable, and your's is fo now. How en 11 
you teaze me ? 


* 
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SIR BRILLIANT, 


I thought as much.—There are ſome things that 
may require to be diſcuſſed between us. 


1 , : £1 l CY T; 
64: pete in _ 


Mrs. BELLMOVUR. 


KF Reſerve them all for another time. I can't hear 
vou now. You muſt leave me. There is a lady 
taken ill in the next room. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


| And here has been a gentleman taken ill in this 
IF room. 


9 2 Mrs. BELLMOVUR. 


How troubleſome ! you muſt begone. Do you 
diſpute my will and pleaſure ?—Fly this moment. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
But ma'am—Nay, if you inſiſt upon it 


(goes) 


Mrs. BELLMOuR. 

But, Sir I will be abſolute: you mult leave me. 
{puts him out) There, and now Tl make ſure of the 
1 uoor. 
| Enter Mrs, Lovemore, leaning en Micxfoxxr. 


M1cniontr. 
This way, madam : here is more air in this room, 


Mrs. BrLLMOUR. 
How do you find yourſelf? Pray fit down. 


off: = 
H 3 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. LOVITIMORE. 


My ſpirits were too weak. I could not fupport i: 
any longer. Such a ſcene of perfidy ! 


Mrs. BEL.LMouR. 
You aſtoniſh me: what perfidy ? 


Mrs. Lov:morr. 


Perfidy of the blackeſt dye! I told you that you 
were acquainted with my huſband ? 


b 

Mrs ErLLMuOux. | 

Acquainted with your huſband ! (angrily) i 

Mrs. LovzMoRE. 15 
A moment's patience. Ves, madam, you are ac-i 
quainted with him,—The baſe man, who went henc: 
but now E 

280 ] 

Mrs. Bz:LLMOUR. 7 

Sir Brilliant Faſhion ? - 


Mrs. LovemoRE. 
No; your Lord E theridge, as he calls himſelſ— 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 
Lord Etheridge? What of him pray? 


LovVEMORE. 


Falſe, diſſembling man! he is my huſband, ma'2n!' 
not Lord Etheridge, but plain Mr. Lovemore ; m) 
Mr. Lovemore. 


Mrs 


04 
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Mrs. PrLLMoun. 


And has he been baſe enough to aſſume a 
title to enſnare me to my undoing ! ? 


MicoxioxET. (gn 


Well, for certain I believe the devil's in me: 1 
always thought him a ſly one. [ Exit, 


Mrs. Lovrmore. 


To ſee him carrying on this dark deſign,—to ſee 
the man, whom I have ever efteemed and loved, — 


the man whom I muſt ſtill love,—eſteem him, I fear, 


Inever can,—to fee him before my face, with that 


artful treachery! it was too much for ſenſibility 
like mine; I felt the ſhock too ſeverely, and I ſunk 


under it. 


Mrs. BELLMOVUR. | 
I am ready to fink this moment with amazement. 


I ſaw him, for the fr} time, at old Mrs. I ove- 


it's, She introduced him to me. The appointment 
was of her own making, 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
You know Mrs. Loveit's character, I ſuppoſe. 


Mrs. BELLMHO OUR, 
The pract: ed veteran Could 1 ſuſpcct that a 


voman, in her ſtile of life, would lend herfelf to a 


am! 
my 


Mrs. 


vile ſtratagem againſt m. he! nour? hat 11 


1 World 
join in a "conſpit racy againſt her oẽ-n fox? — Mr. 


Lovemore, hall never enter theſe dgors again. I 
am obliged to you, ma'am, for this vilit; 0 INC 4 
| providentiai incident. I am ſorry for vour flare in 


n. The diſcovery fecures my peace and happine!s ; 
1 A 0 
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to you, it is a fatal conviction, a proof unanſwerable 
againſt the perſon to whom you are joined for 
lite. 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


Aſter this diſcovery, it cannot be for life. 1 am 
reſolved not to paſs another day under his roof. 


Mrs. BrLLMOUR. 


Hold, hold; no ſudden reſolutions. Conſider a 
little: paſſion is a bad adviſer. This may take a 
turn to your advantage. 


Mrs. LovtmoRte. 


That can never be: I am loft beyond redemp- 
tion. 


Mrs. 1 


Don't decide too raſhly. Come, come, he man, 
who has certain qualities, is worch thinking about, 
before one throws the hideous thing away for ever. 
Mr. Lovemore is a traitor; but is not he ill ami— 
able? And beſides, you have heard his ſentiments, 
That ſong points at ſomething. Perhaps you are a 
little to blame. He did not write upon ſuch a ſub- 
ject, without a cauſe to ſuggeſt it. We will talk 
over this matter cooly. You have ſaved me, and | 
mult return the obligation, You ſhall ſtay dinner 
with me. 


Mrs. LovrmoRe. 


Excuſe me. Mr. Lovemore may poſſibly go 
home. IIe ſhall hear of his guilt, w while the ſenſe of 
it pierces here, and wounds me to the quick. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. BrlILMuous. 
Nov there you are wrong: take my advice firſt. 


I will lay ſuch a plan, as may enſure him vour's {or 


* ever. Come, come, you muſt not leave me vet. 


lakes her hand) Anſwer me one queſtion : * 


* you {till think he has qualities, that do in ſome ſort 
. apologize for his vices ? 


Mrs. Lovruokr. 
I don't know what to think of ic: I hope he has. 


Mrs. BrLLucug. 


Very well then. I have loſt a lover; you may 
gain one. Your conduct upon this occation may 
reform him; and let me tell you that the min, who 


has it in TJ power to atone for his faults, one not 


be entirely deſpiſed. Let the wife exerc herſelf; 


let her try her powers of pleaſing, and take my word 
© for it, 


The wild gallant no more abroad will roam, 
But find his lov'd variety at home. 


End of the THIRD CA 


SET 


- 
— 


2 


EEE 


= — — x 


. 


— — NS. — — — 


6 E LAT „% oo 


. TT EET iD 


x — 


— 


— 


13 HE WAIT TO KEEP: HIN. 


Ar the Cr. 


Scene, an Atartmeut in Lovxuoxz's Houſe. 


Mr. and Mrs. Lovemore, of table, after dinner; 
Se; vants taxing things out of the room. 


Lovemore. (filling a g/aſs) 


Wonder you are not dired of the fame eternal 
topics. (/ippimg bis wine) 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 
If I make it an cternal topick, it is for your owr 
good, Mr. Lovemore. 


LoveMoORE. 


I know I have your good wiſhes, and you have 
mine. All our ablent friends, Mrs. Lovemore. 
(drinks) 


Mrs. LovEMORRE. 


if you would but with well to yourſelf, Sir, | 
Mould be happy.—Þut in the way you go on, your 
health muſt be ruined z day is night, and night day; 
your ſubſtance ſquandered ; your conſtitution de- 
tiroyed ; and your family quite neglected. 


LoveMoORE. 


Family neglected! you ſee I dined at home, and 
this is my reward for it, 


NIrs. 


10 


8. 
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Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


You dined at home, Sir, becauſe ſomething 
abroad has diiconcerted you. You went, I fuppole, 
aſter I ſaw you at La dy Conſtant's, to your vid 
haunt, your friend Mrs. Loveit 


Lovruokk. 


Mrs. Loveit! ha! ha! I dropt her acquaintance 
long ago. No, my love, 1 drove into the city, and 
ſpent the relt of the morn! ng upon buſineſs. I had 
long accounts to ſettle wit! old Diſcount the banker. 


Mrs. LoVvEMORE. 


And that to be ſure engroſſed all your time. Bu- 
ſineſs muſt be minded. Did you find him at home? 


LovrEMORE. 


It was by his own appointment, I went to his 
houſe direct Uy after I pared from you. I have been 
no where elſe. Matters of account always ſatigue 
me. ; 


Mrs. Lover. 
[ would not be too inquiſi: ive, Sir. 


Love: MO RES 


Oh! no; you never are. I ſtaid at the banker's 
the reſt of the time; and I cane fit aunt from | 
houſe to have the pleaiure of dining vith 7 "ON, 


fills 4 glg of Tine) 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


Were there any ſincerity in that declaration, I 
ihould 
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ſhould be happy. A tavern life has hitherto been 
your delight. I wonder what delight you can find 
in ſuch an cternal round of gaming, riot and diſlipa. 
tion. Will you anſwer me one queſtion ? 


T.OVEMORE. 


With great pleafure,—(afide) if it is not incon- 
venient. 


Mrs, LoveMoORE. 


Lay your hand on your heart, and tell me. 
Have I deſerved this uſage ? 


LovemoRE. 
My humble ſervice to you, my love. (drinks) 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


I am ſure I have never been deficient in any one 


point of the duty I owe you. You won my heart, 
and I gave it freely, 


 Lovemors. (going to ſleep ) 
It is very true. 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
Your intereſt has been mine. - I have known no 


pleaſure unconnected with your happineſs. Diver- 


ſions, ſhew, and pomp, have had no allurements for 
me. 


| Lovemore. (dropping afteep) 
Yes,—you are right—juſt as you pleaſe—— 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. LOVTIATORT. 


Had I been inclined to follow the example of 
other women, your fortune would have felt it before 
now. You might have been thouſands out of 
pocket; but your intereſt has been the object of 
my attention; and your convenience 


LovemMoRE. (turns his chair fro; her) 
You reafon very 


admi—rably 
—— and 


you realon admir—ably 
allways ail —allways —— gay 
enter—entertaining (going lo fleep) 


Mrs. Lovtewory. 


Marriage 1s generally conſidered as an introduc- 
tion to the great ſcene of the world. I thought it a 
retreat to Jeſs noiſy and ſerener pleaſures. What is 
called polite company (he falls fait aſeep) was not 
my taſte. You was laviſh in expence; I was there- 
fore an ceconomiſt. From the moment marriage 


made me your's, the pleaſure ariſing from your com- 
n 5 2 y 


pany——— There! faſt aſleep! Agreeable company 
indeed ! This is ever his way. (be ri/es) Un- 
feeling man! It 1s too plain that I am grown his 
averſion. Mr. Lovemore! (/ookiig at lim) you 
little think what a ſcene this day has brought to 
light. And yet he hopes with falſehood to varniſh 
and diſguiſe his treachery. How mean the ſubter— 
ſuge! Shall I rouze him now, and tax him with his 
guilt? My heart 1s too full, and reproach will only 
tend to exaſperate, and perhaps make him 1irecon- 
cileable. The pride, that can ſtoop to low and 
wretched artifice, but ill can brook detection. Let 
um reſt for the preſent. The widow Belhnour's ex- 

perment 
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5 may an{wer better.---T will try it at leaſt; 
-- Oh! Mr. Lovemore, you will break my heart, 


Locks at him, and Exit. 


 Lovemonr. (lalſting in his fleep) 

I do liſten---I am not aſleep. {(/eeps and ds) 
You are very right; always right---I am only 
thinking a little. No-- .no---no---(mutters Ind 
tinftly) It was not two o'clock---in bed in bed by 
twelve Sir Baſhfull is an oaf---The widow Bell- 
mour ( fleeps, aud bis hend rolls abeut) What's 
the matter? (waking) I beg your pardon; I was 
beginning to nod. What did you ſay, my dear? 


(leaus cn the table, witheut looking abcut) One can- 


not always you know---(turas about) *Sdeath ! ſhe 
18 Lone 1 Oh! faſt aſlcep. This is ever the way, 
when one dines at home. Let me ſnake it off. (7i/es) 
What's o'clock ?---No amuſement in this houſe ; 
what ſhall I do? The Widow ?---I mult not venture 
in that quarter. My evil genius Sir Brilliant will be 


buſy there. Is any body in the way? I muſt ſally 


out. My dear Venus, favour your votary this after- 
noon : 


Your beſt arms employ, 
All wing'd with pleaſure, and all tißt with] joy. 


[ Exit. 


SYcene changes to SIR BAaSHIULL'S. 
Enter Laby CoNSTANT and FURNISH. 


Laby CoNnsTANT., 
Who brought this letter? 


* 
Fur- 


4 
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FURNISH. 


A ſervant of Mrs. Lovemore's: he waits an 
anſwer. 


Lapy ConsTArT. 


My compliments to Mrs. Lovemore, and I ſhall 
wait upon her, 


FurwnisH. 
* * * 

; Yes, Ma'am. (going) 

) 

Lapy ConsTaxrT. 

> And hark ye, Furniſh ;---have the things been 
carried to Sir Brilliant, as J ordered? 

5 Y 
) Fur nisn. 

; WW [ have obeyed your Ladyſi.1 — commands. The 
0 ſteward went himſelf. Mr. Pounce, your Lady! 4p 
e WW knows, is a truity body. You! may de pend upon 14148 
y care, | 
- 

Lapy ConsTANT. 
Go and ſend Mrs. Lovemore her anſwer. She 
may depend upon my being with her in time. 8 
: | [ Exit Furniin, 


LADY ConsTanT, alone. 


What can Mrs. Lovemore want? (reads) © g. 
| © dyſhip's company to à card-party : but cards are lu 
* l part of my objeff, I have ſomething of hignr 
| © moment in view, and the 7 referice of my friends is ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary.” There is ſome myſtery in all 
this. What does ſhe wean? I ſhall go, and then 


| the ſcene will clear up: Thoie diamond buckles 


C1;1 - 
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embarraſs me more than Mrs. Lovemore's unintel. 
ligible letter. Diamond buckles to me! From 
what quarter? Who could ſend them? Noh; 
but Sir Brilliant. I am right in my concluſion: 
they came from him. Who could take the liberty 
but a perſon of his caſt? A preſuming man! Bur 
J have mortified his vanity. Before this time, he 
has found his diamonds thrown - back upon his 
hands, with the diſdain which ſuch confidence de- 
ſerves.---But if I have made a miſtake !---Oh ! no; 
no danger. Has not Sir Brilliant made overtures ti 
me? Has not he declared himſelf? He ſees Sir 
Baſhſull's behaviour, and his vanity plumes itſel{ 
upon that circumſtance. ' To give me my revenge 
againſt a crazy and inſufferable huſband, he would 
fain induce me to ruin myſelf with a coxcomb. Be- 
ſides ; he heard the whole of Sir Baſhfull's diſpute 
about diamonds and trinkets: the thing is clear i: 
was Sir Brilliant ſent them; and by that ſtratagem 
he hopes to bribe me into compliance.---That bait 
will never take; though here comes one, who, I an 
ſure, deſerves to be treated without a grain of ce. 
remony. 


Enter Six BaSHFULL, 


SIN BaSHFULL, 


Here ſhe is. Now let me ſee whether ſhe will 
take any notice of the preſent I ſent her. She ha: 
reaſon to be in good humour, I think.--- Your fer- 
vant, Madam. 


Lapy CovsTaNT., 
Your addreſs is polite, Sir. 


4 
ili 
4 
T4. 
Vi 
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SIR BasHFuLL. (gde) 


Still proud and obſtinate !---Has any thing hap- 
pened to diſturb the harmony of your temper? 


Labpy ConsTANT. 


Conſidering what little diſcord you make, it is a 
wonder that my temper is not always in tune. 


Six BAaSHFULL, 
If you never gave me cauſe, Madam 


I .dy ConsTANT. 


Oh! for mercy ſake, truce with altercation. I 
wm tired out with the eternal violence of your 
temper. Thoſe frequent ſtarts of paſſion hurry me 
out of my ſenſes: and thoſe unaccountable whims, 
that hold ſuch conitant poſſeſſion of you 


Sin BASHFULL. 


Whims, Madam ? --- Not to comply with you 
in every thing is a him, truly. Mult I yield to 
the exorbitant demands of your extravagance ? 
When you laid cloſe ſiege to me for di amond : 
bawbles, and I know not what, was that a whim of 
Mine? Did I take that fancy into my h wach, with. 
out cauſe, and without ſufficient foundation? 


Lapyw ConSTANT. 

Well, we have exhauſted the ſubject. Have not 
you told me a thouſand times that there is no living 
rh me? I agree to it. And have not I returned 
the compliment! We have nothing new to ſay 
and now, all that remains, is to let the Iiwyer re— 
GCE to writing our mutual opinions, and fo we nn 


r 1 part 
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part with the pleaſure of giving each other a mg 
woctull character. 


SiR BASHFULL. (ade) 


The buckles have had no effect. Stubborn! 1 
has received them, and won't own it. 


LADY CovnsTANT. 


A daſh of your pen, Sir, at the foot of certain ar. 
tides now preparing, will make us both caſy. (g 


SIR BASHFULL, 
If we don't live happily, it is your own fault, 


Lapy ConsTANT. 
That 1s very old. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
If you would controul your paſſion for play — 


Lapy ConsTANT. : 
Quite threadbare ! n 


SIR BASHFULL, 
I have ſtill a regard for you. 


4 : 
LADY ConsTANT. 


Worn-out to frippery !---I can't hear any mor: 


The law will dreſs it up in new language for us, 4 ,. 
that will end our differences, 


[Ex a 


SIR BasHrulL. (alone) 
I muſt unburthen my heart: there is no time 


! 
* 


V 


t 


2 
7” 
* 
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be loſt: I love her; I admire her; ſhe inflames my 


tendereſt paſſions, and raiſes ſuch a conflict here in 
my very heart, I cannot any longer conceal the ſe- 
cret from her. I'll go and tell her all this moment. 
---But then that meddling fiend, her maid, will be 
there: Po! I can turn her out of the room : but 
then the jade will ſuſpect ſomething.---Her I adyſhip 
may be alone: I'll fend to know where ſhe is. Who 
is there? Sideboard 


Enter SIDEBOARD. 


SIR BASHFULL: 


Go and tell your lady that ( parſes) 


| SIDEBOARD. 
Did your Honour want me ? 


SIR BASHFULL. 
No matter; it does not ſignify.— (de J 
ſhall never be able to tell her my mind : a glance of 
her eye, and my own confuſion will undo all, 


SIDEBOARD. 
thought your Honour called. 


SIR BaSHFULL. (a/ade) 
A thought comes acroſs me: I'll write her a letter. 


| Yes, yes, a letter will do the buſineſs. Sideboard; 


draw that table this way—Reach me a chair, 


SIDELOARD, 
There your Honour. 
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SiR BASHFULL. 


Do you ſtay while I write a letter. You ſhall 
carry it for me. (fits down to write.) 


SIDEBOARD. 


Yes, Sir. I hope he has an intrigue upon hi 
hands. A ſervant thrives under a maſter that has hi; 
private amuſements. Love on, fay I, if you are o 
given: it will bring griſt to my mill. 


SiR BASHFULL, (writing) 


This will ſurpriſe her. Warm, paſſionate, and 
tender! and yet it does not come up to what I feel, 


SIDEBOARD: 


What is he at? ---I may as well read the neus. 
paper. (zakes it ont of his pocket) What in the 
name of wonder is all this ?- Ha! ha! (eg nt 
a loud laugh) I never heard the like of this before. 
Oh ! ho! ho! ho! 


SIR BASUIFULL. 
What does the ſcoundrel mean? (ares at hin 


SIDEBOARD, | 
Ha! ha! ha! I can't help laughing. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
Does the villain ſuſpect me? (riſes) Hark * 


ſirrah, if ever J find that you dare liſten at any dow 


in my houſe 


SIDEBOARD, 
Sir! 


nd 


VC; 
LOU! 
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SIR BASHFULL. 


Confeſs the truth: have not you been liſtening to 
my converſation with Mr. Lovemore this morning? 


SIDEBOARD. 


Who I, Sir? I would not be guilty of ſuch a 
thing: I never did che like in all my days. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
What was you laughing at? 


SlDbE BOARD. 


A fooliſh thing in the newſpaper, Sir, that's all. 
PIl read it to your Honour. (reads) We hear that 
a new comedy is now in rehearſal, and will ſpeedily 
be performed, intitled, The Amoro:s Huſband, di the 


Man in Love with his own Wife. 


SiR BasHFULL. 
And what do you lee to laugh at? 


SIDEBOARD. 


See, Sir? I have lived in a great many families, 
and never heard of the like before: 


SiR BaSieuil. (Aide) 


There, there, there I ſhall be the butt of my 
own ſervants.—Sirrah, leave the room. And let me 
never hear that you have the trick of liſtening it 
my houſe, 


SIDEBOARD | 
No, Sir.— The Man in Love with his 7 wa Vic 
. tt 4 A 171 ing. 
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SIN BasHFULL. 


What does the varlet mean? No matter—l have 
finiſhed my letter, and it ſhall be ſent this moment. 
But then, if I ſhould get into a comedy? g 
no more ſcruples. I'Il ſeal it directly Sideboard 


Enter SIDEBOARD, 


Sm BaSHFULL, ( ſealing the letter) 


I have opened my heart to her. What do you 
bring your hat and ſtick for? 


SIDEBOARD, 
To go out with your Honour's letter. 


SIX BASHFPULI. 


You have not far to go. Take this, and let no. 
body ſee you. 


SIDEBOARD, 
I warrant me, your Honour. [ Exit, 


SIR BASHFULL, 
I feel much lighter now, A load is taken off m 
heart, 


Enter SIDEBOARD, 


SIR BASHFULL-. 
What do you come back for ? 


SIDEBOARD, 


A word or tw#by way of direction, if you ple: 
Si 


Ii 


D! 


Ou 


1 


Mx 


ene, 
SIR 
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SIR BASH FULL. 


Blockhead ! give it to me- (gd e; If I direct it, 
he finds me out. Go about your buſineſs: I have no 
occaſion for you; leave the room. 


SIDEBOARD. 


Very well, Sir.—Does he think to manage his own 
intrigues? If he takes my commiſſion out of my 
hands, I ſhall give him warning. The vices of our 
maſters are all the vails a poor ſervant has left. 


| Exit. 


Sig BASHFULL. 


What muſt be done ?—Mr. Lovemore could con- 
duct this buſineſs for me. He is a man of adareſs, 
and knows all the approaches to a woinan's heart, 
That fellow, Sideboard, coming again No, no; 
this is lucky. Mr. Lovemore, I am glad to fee you. 


Enter LOVEMORE. 


LovrMuoRxE. 
A ſecond viſit you ice, in one day; entirely on the 
ſcore of friendihip. 


Si BAS ATU LI. 
And I thank you for ic; heartily thank you. 
LOVEMOR A. 


r 5 SENS Pg 
broke away from company at the St. Alban's on 
purpole to attend you, Well, 1 hae made your 


Lady eaſier in her mind, have rot 1? 


14 SIR 
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Sin BASHFULL. 
We don't hit it at all, Mr. Lovemore. 


LovEMoORE. 
No? 


StR BASHFULL. 


I think ſhe has been rather worſe, ſince you {puke 
to her. 


LovrMoRkE. 
A good ſymptom that. (ide) 


SIR BaSHPULL. 


She has received the diamond buckles. The: 
were delivered to her mai ſealed up, and ti nn 
never ſtaid to be aſked a queition. I faw thei n 
her own hand: bur not a ſyllable eſcaped her. Sue 
was not in the leaſt ſoftened, obſtinate as a mule! 


I OoVEMORE. 


The manner of conveying your preſent was no! 
well judged, Why did not you make me the bearer: 


SIR BASHFULL. 


T wiſh I had. She talks of parting ; and fo tos. 


void coming to extremities, I have even thought d 
telling her the whole truth at once. 


LoviMoRE, 
How ! acquaint her with your paſſion ? 


—__. 


Ne 


9 * 


it CG 


C005 , 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Ay, and truſt to her honour. I could not ven- 
ture to ſpeak ; I ſhould bluſh, and faulter, and look 
lily; and ſo I have writ a letter to her. Here it is 
ſigned and ſealed, but not directed. I got into a 
puzzle about that. Servants, you know, are always 
putting their own conſtruction upon things. 


LOoVEMORRE. 


No doubt: and then your ſecret flies all over ©: 
town. | 


SIN BASHFULL. 


That's what alarmed me. You ſhall write the 
{upericription, and fend it to her. 


TOVEMORE. 


No, that won't do. Give her a letter under your 


hand? l'll ſpeak to her for you: let me try how 
her pulſe beats, 


Sin BAaSHFULL. 


But a letter may draw an anſwer from her, and 
then, you know, (miling at him) J ſhall have it 
under her hand, 


I ovEMORE, 
don't like this hurry: we had better take time 
to conſider of it. 


SIN BaSHFULL. 


No, I can't deter the buſineſs of my heart a ſingle 
moment. It burns like a fever here. Sit down, 


and write the direction; I'll ſtep and ſend the ſer- 
vant, 
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vant. He ſhall carry it, as if it were a letter from 
yourlelt. 


Enter SIDEBOARD. 


SIDEBOARD. 
Sir Brilliant Faſhion is below, Sir. 


LovEMORE. 


What brings him? He will only interrupt x, 
Go and talk to him, Sir Baſhfull ; hear what he ha; 
to fay ; amuſe him; any thing rather than let him 
come up. 


Sin BaSHFULL. 


I am gone: he ſhan't moleſt you. 
Exit with Sideboar 


LovEvORE. 


Fly, make haſte; and don't let him know that 1 
am here.—A lucky accident this; I have gaincd 
time by: it. All matters were in a right train, and 
he kinzi{cit levelling the road for me, and now this 
letter blows me up into the air at once. Some un- 
lucky planet rules to-day. Firſt the widow Bell 
mour; a hajr-breadth ſcrape I had of it, and now al- 
moſt ruined here! What in the name of wonder 
has he writ to her? —Friendſhip and wafer, by your 
leave.—Ent will that be delicate !f—Po ! honour has 
always a great deal to preach upon theſe occaſions; 
but then the buſineſs of my love !—Very true ; os 
paſſions necd but fay a words and their buſinets 4 
done. (ereus the lotler, end reads) This mult ne: 
reach her- I'll write * ter from myſelt. 77 
de con, rites, aud ſtaris up) I hear him coming: no; 


m 


Us. 
Has 
in 
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all ſafe. (writes) This will do: —vaſtly well. Her 


huſkand's inhumanity! Ay, mention that. — The 


diamonds may be a preſent from me: yes, I'll ven- 
ture it—There, there; that will do—Long adored— 
Ay—ſweeteſt revenge. — Ay Eternal admirer— 
Lovemore. Now, now, let me ſee it —Admir- 
able! this will do the buſineſs. (/eals the letter) 


Enter StR BASHFULL. 


SIR BASHFULL. 
Well, have you ſent it? 


LoveMoRE. 
Not yet: I am writing the direction. 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


And where is that blockhead. Sideboard! 
Euter SIDZBOARD. 


SIR BASHFULL. | 
Numſkull, why don't you wait? Mr. Lovemore 
wants you. 


LovrMoORE. 
Step and deliver this to your Lady, and if ſhe 


pleaſes I will wait upon her. 


SIR BASHFULL.. 


Take it up ſtairs directly. 


Charming! 


SIDEBOARD. 
Up ſtairs, Sir? My Lady is in the next room. 


SIR 
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SIR BASHFULL. 


Take it to her; make haſte; begone. (Hi 
Sideboard) I hope this will ſucceed : I ſhall be for 
ever obliged to you, and ſo will her Ladyſhip, 


LL.OVEMORE, 


1 hope ſhe will, and I ſhall be proud to ſerve her, 


SIR BASUFULL. 


You are very good. She won't prove ungrate- 
full, I dare anſwer for her. —I ſhould like to ſee hoy 
ſhe receives the letter.-- The door is convenient]; 
open.---I will have a peep. Ay, there; there ſhe 
ſits. 


LovEMORE. 


Where, Sir Baſhfull ? 


SiR BASHFULL. 


Huſh, no noiſe. There, do you ſee her? She 
has the letter in her hand This is a critical mo- 
ment: I am all over in a tremble. 


LovrMoORE. 


Silence; not a word. She opens it.---(ofic) 
Now, my dear Cupid, befriend me now, and you! 
altar thall linoke with incenſe, 


SIR BaSHFULL, 
She colours! 


LovruoRe. 
I like that riſing bluſh : a ſoit and tender token. 
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SIR BASHFULL., 
She turns pale. 


LoveMoORE. 
The natural working of the paſſions, 


Sik BasHFULL. 


And now ſhe reddens again !---What is ſhe ar 
now 2---There, ſhe has tore the letter in two: 
am a loſt, an undone man. (walks away) 


LOVEMORE. 


She has flung it away with indignation: I am un- 
undone too. (ide, and walks away from the door) 


Six BASHFULL. 
Mr. Lovemore, you lee what it is all come to. 


JLOVEMORE. 
I am ſorry to ſee ſo haughty a ſpirit. 


SIR BAaSHFULL. 


An arrogant, ungrateſul woman! to make ſuch a 
return to ſo kind a letter! 


LovEMORE,. 
Ay, ſo kind a letter ! 


SIR BASHEULL. 
Did you ever ſee ſuch an infolent ſcorn ? 
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LoveMORE. 
I neyer was ſo diſappointed in all my life. 


| SIR BASHFULL. 
A letter full of the tendereſt proteſtations ! 


LovEMORE. 
Yes; an unreſerved declaration of love! 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Made with the greateſt frankneſs ; throwing my- 
ſelf at her very feet! 


LovEMORE. 


Did ſhe once ſmile? Was there the fainteſt gleam 
of approbation in her countenance ? 


SiR BaSHFULL. 


She repaid it all with ſcorn, with pride, contempt, 
and inſolence. I cannot bear this; deſpiſed, 
ſpurned, and treated like a puppy. 


LovruoRk. 


like a puppy indeed ! 


There it ſtings 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


Is there a thing in nature ſo mortifying to the 
pride of man, as to find oneſelf rejected and delpiſcd 
by a fine woman, who is conſcious of her power, an 
triumphs in her cruelty ? 


LOVEMORE. | 
It is the moſt damnable circumſtance ! 


M 
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SIR BASH FULL. 


My dear Mr. Lovemore, I am obliged to you for 
taking this matter ſo much to heart. 


LovMoRx. 
I take it more to heart than you aware of. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


This is mortifying ; enough to make one aſhamed 
all the reſt of one's life, 


LOVEMuORE. 
did not expect this ſullen ill- humour. 


SIR BASHEFULL. 


Did you ever know ſo obſtinate, ſo uncomplying 
a temper ? 


Enter SIR BRILLIANT. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Sir Baſhfull, I forgot to tell you 


LoveMoORE. 


He again! he hunts me up and down, as the vice 
did the devil, with a dagger of lath, in the old co- 
medy. (ide) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Hey !- what's the matter ?---You ſeem both out 


of humour: what does this mean? Have you Guar- 
relled? | 


Sin 


a * na 2 
n 
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SIR BasnFUuLL. 


No, Sir, no quarrell :---why would my booby fer. 
vants let him in again? (de) 


Si BRILLIANT. 


Strike me ſtupid, but you look very queer upon 
it.---Lovemore is borrowing money, I ſuppoſe : Sir 
Baſhfull is driving a hard bargain, and you can't 
agree about the premium. Sir Baſhfull, let my 
friend Lovemore have the money ? 


Sin BasnFUuLL. 
what does he mean ? 


Money ! 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Both out of humour, I ſee: well, as you will, 
You have no reaſon to be in harmony with your- 
ſelves ; my ſtars ſhine with a kinder aſpect. Here, 
here, behold a treaſury of love. I came back on 
purpole to ſhew it to you. (takes a ſhagreen caſe cut 
of his pecket) See what a preſent I have received, 
a magnificent pair of diamond buckles, by all that" 
arhiable. 


LOVEMORE. 
low ? 


Sik BasHFULL. (walking up to him) 
A pair of diamond buckles ! 


SiR BRILLIANT 


How ſuch a preſent ſhould be fent to me is moss 


than I can (* lain at Preic nt. Perha aps my friend 
] 9vc- 


Id 
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Lovemore gained ſome intelligence in the quarter 
where I ſurprized him to-day, on a viſit which I 
little ſuſpected. 
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LoveMoORE. 


That was to ſerve you: I know nothing of this 
buſineſs. 


— — 


SiR BRILLIANT. 
The pain in your fide, I hope, is better. 


EY 


j 
LoveEMORE, 
Po! this is only to diſtract your attention, Sir 

» Baſhfull. 

N | SIR BASHFULL. 
„So I ſuppoſe. And was this a preſent to you? 
I- f : 
rc, SIR BRILLIANT. 
on WW A preſent, Sir. The conſequence of 3 ſome 
% WF tolerable phraſe, a perſon, and a due degree of atten- 


don to the ſervice of the ladies, Do you envy me, 
ir Baſhfull ? 


SIR BASHFULL, 


| can't but ſay I do.—(turns to Lovemere) My 
| buckles, by all that's falſe in woman ! 


I oveEMORE, 
Take no notice, (walks afide) Has he ſup- 
planted me here too, as well as with the widow ? 


nor 


an 
end 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 


What's the matter with you both ?—Burning 
with envy ! 


Fix BASHFULL. 


And ] ſuppoſe an elegant epiſtle, or a well-penne! 
billet-doux, accompanied this token of the lady'; 
alteclion. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


That would have been an agreeable addition, bit 
it is ſhil to come. Too many favours at once might 
overwheim a body. A country-looking fellow, i 
my people tell me, left this, curiouſly ſealed up, a: 
my houte: ke would not fay from whence he came: 
I thould know that in time, was all they could ge 
from him, and I am now panting to learn where tl: 
mighty ſucceſs has attended me. Sir Baſhfull, | 
came, law, and conquered; ha! ha! ha! 


SIR DASHFULL., 


But may not this be from ſome lady, who im. 
gines that you ſent it, and therefore chuſes 8 
rcject your preſent? 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Oh! no; that cannot be the caſe. A Jittt 
knowledge of the world would ſoon convince vo! 
that ladies do not uſually reject preſents from the 
man, who has the good fortune to pleaſe by his mat 
ner, a taſte for dreſs, and a certain je ne /cai 94% i 
his perſon and converſation, 


on: 


L A: d . 147 


SiR BaSHFULL, 


So I believe.—(walks aſide) What ſay you to 
this, Mr. Lovemore ? 


LoveEMoORE. 
on She would not have torn a letter from him. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


No, Sir Baſhfull; a preſent from me would not 
have been returned back upon my hands, 


zhe 
3 SIR BASHPFULL, 
I dare ſay not.—(70 Lovemore) I ſuppoſe ſhe will 
de: give him my three hundred pounds into the bar- 
ge gain. 
s 
= | LovemoRE. 
After this, I ſhall wonder at nothing, 

Si BriLLIanT. 
ma: What mortified countenances they both put on! 
me (looks at them, and laughs) 

SIR BASHFULL., (walking up to Sir Brilliant) 

ie) And I ſuppoſe you expect to have this lady? 
vob 
"the SIR BRILLIANT, 
mal No doubt of it. This is the forerunner, I think. 


Hey, Lovyemore !—Sir Baſhfull, this it is to be in 
luck, Ha! ha! (laughs at them beth) 


101 in 
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LovEMORE and Six BASHFULL, 
(both forcing a laugh) 
Ha! ha! 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


You both ſeem ſtrangely picqued,—Lovemore, 
what makes you ſo unealy ? 


LovEMORE. 


You flatter yourſelf, and you wrong me—I—I— 
(walks ata 
SIR Bas ru. 


He is a true friend: he is uneaſy on my account, 
(2/ide, and looking at Lovemore) 


StR BRILLIANT. 


And Sir Baſhfull, ſomething has daſhed your ſpi- 
rits. Do you repine at my ſucceſs ? 


SIR BaSHFULL, 
I can't but ſay I do, Sir. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Oh! very well; you are not diſpoſed to be good 
company. A ['honneur, gentlemen: finiſh you! 
money matters, Lovemore, where do you ſpend 
the evening ? 


LovEMORE. 


A good evening to you, Sir Brilliant: I am ew 
gaged, Buſineſs with Sir Baſhfull, you ſee—— 


S12 


! 


a 
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end 
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SIR BRILLIANT, 


Well, don't let me be of inconvenience to you. 
Fare ye well, gentlemen. Thon dear pledge of 
love (looking at the buckles) thus let me claſp thee to 
my heart, —Sir Baſhfull, your ſervant. 

[ Exit, 


SIR BASHFULL. 
What think you now, Mr. Lovemore ? 


LoveEMORE, 
All unaccountable, Sir, 


SIR BasHFULL, 


By all that's falſe, I am gulled, cheated, and im- 
poſed upon. I am deceived, and dubbed a rank 
cuckold: It is too clear; ſhe has given him the 
buckles, and I ſuppoſe my bank-notes have taken 
Diamond buckles, and three 
hundred pounds for Sir Brilliant! A reward for his 
merit ! | 


LOVEMORE. 
He is the favourite, and I have been working for 


| him all this time. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


I now fee through all her artifices. My reſolution 
is fixed. Tf I can but get ocular demonſtratiou of 


| her guilt; If I can but get the means of proving to 
| the whole world that ſhe is vile enough to cuckol« 


me, I ſhall then be happy. 
=; K 3 Lov: - 
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LoveMoORE. 


Why that will be ſome conſolation ! 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


So it will: kind Heaven, grant me that at leaſt; 
make 1t plain that ſhe diſhonours me, and I am 
amply revenged.— Hark! 1 hear her coming. She 


ſhall know all I think, and all Il feel. I have done 
with her for ever. 


LovemoRt. (afide) 


Let me fly the impending ſtorm. If I ſtay, de- 
tection and diſgrace purſue me. Sir Baſhfull, I 
am ſorry to ſee matrers take this turn. I have done 
all in my power, and ſince there is no room to hope 
for ſucceſs, I take my leave, and wiſh you a good 
night. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


No, no a you ſhall not leave me in this diſtreſs, 
You ſhall hear me tell her her own, and be a wit- 
neſs of our ſeparation. (Holding him) 


LovEMORE. 


Excuſe me: after what has paſſed, I ſhall never 
be able to endure the ſight of her. Fare you well; 
J muſt be gone; good night, Sir Baſhſull. 


(ſtruggling to go) 


SIR BASHFULL. 


You are my beſt friend: I cannot part with you. 
(/tands between him and the door) Stay and hear what 
c 


Cc 
E 


f 
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he has to ſay for herſelf; you will ſee what a turn 
ſie will give to the buſineſs. 


LOVEMORE. (de) 


What turn ſhall I give it? Confuſion ! 
ſhe comes: I muſt weather the ſtorm, 


here 


Enter Lapy ConsTANT, 


LADY ConsTanT. 


After this behaviour, Mr. Lovemore, I am fur- 
rized, Sir, that you can think of ſtaying a moment 
w in this houſe, 


LOoVITMORE. 


Madam, I — death! I have no invention to aſ- 
ſiſt me at a pinch. (de) 


SIR BASHFULL. 
Mr. Lovemore is my friend, Madam, and I deſire 
he will ſtay in my houſe as long as he pleaſes. —Hey, 
Lovemore ! ( /coks at him and ſmiles) 


LovzMort. (de) 
All muſt out, I fear. 


LADY CoxsTanT, 


Your friend, Sir Baſhfull And do you authn- 
rize him to take this unbecoming liberty? Have 
you given him permiſſion to ſend me a letter, ſo ex- 
travagant in the very terms of it? 


LovENMHORE. (ide) 
Ay, now it's coming, and impudence itſelf has not 
a word to ſay, 
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SIR BASHFULL-» 
I defired him to ſend that letter, Madam. 


LoOVEMORE. 


Sir Baſhfull defired me, Ma'am. 
(bowing reſpectfully 


SIR BASHFULL, 


I deſired him. 


LoveMoRr. 
All at his requeſt, Ma'am. 


LADY ConsTANT. 


And am I to be made yout ſport -I wonder, 
Mr. Lovemore, that you would condeſcend to mak: 
yourſelf a party in fo poor a plot. Do you preſume 
upon a trifling mark of civility, which you perſuade 
me to accept of this morning? Do you come di- 
guiſed under a maſk of friendſhip, to help this gen- 
tleman in his deſign againſt my honour, and my hap- 
pinels ? 


Lovemors. ( aſide ) 
Fairly caught, and nothing can bring me off— 


SIR BASHFULL. 


A maſk of friendſhip !—He is a true friend, 
Madam; he ſees how ill I am treated, and let me 
tell you, there 1s not a word of truth in that letter, 


LovEMORE. 


Not a ſyllable of truth, Ma'am—/afide) This 
will do: his own nonſenſe will ſave me. 


SIR 
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SIR BaSHFULL. 
It was all done to try you, Madam, 


LoveMore. 
Nothing more, Ma'am : merely to try you. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


By way of experiment only; juſt to ſee how you 
would behave upon it. 


IL ovimoRE. 
Nothing elſe was intended; pure innocent mirth, 


Lapy CoxsTanT. 


You have been both notably employed. The ex- 
ploit 1s worthy of you. Your ſnare 1s fpread for a 
woman, and if you had ſucceeded, the fame of o 
bright an action would add mightily to two ſuch 11- 
luſtrious characters. 


SIR BAStHEFULL., 


A ſnare ſpread for her! mark that Mr. Lovemore: 
ſhe calls it enſnaring. 


LoVvIIHO R x. 


Enſnared to her own good. (To Ge Bafſhfull)— 


He has pleaded admirably for me. © (aſide) 


LADY ConsTaxrT. 


As to you, Sir Baſhfull, J have long ago ccaſed to 
wonder at your conduct: For have jolt the power of 
lurprizing me; but when Mr. 1 .ovemore becomes 
an accomplice | in ſo mean a plot— 
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SIR BASHFULL, 


Jam in no plot, madam, and no body wants tg 
enſnare you: do we, Lovemore ? 


LovEMORE. 
Sir Baſhfull knows that no harm was intended. 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Yes, I am in the ſecret, and my friend Lovemote 
meant no harm. 


LoveMoORE. 


If the letter had ſucceeded, Sir Baſhfull know; | 
there would have been no harm in it. 


SIR BASHFULIL. 


No harm in nature; but I now ſee how things are; 
and ſince your ladyſhip will liſten to nothing for your 
own good, it is too plain from all that has paſſed 
between us, that our tempers are by no means fitted 
for each other, and I am ready to part whenever you 
pleaſe : nay, I will part. 


63 „ _ An _c..u- 


Lapy ConsTANT. 


And that is the only point, in which we can agree, 
Sir. 


SIR BASHFULL. t 


Had the letter been ſent from another quarter, 
would have have met with a better reception : we 
know where your ſmiles are beſtowed. 
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LADY Cors TAN. 


Deal in calumny, Sir; give free ſcope to malice; 
I diſdain your inſinuations. 


StR BasHFULL. 


The fact is too clear, and reproaches are now too 
late. This is the laſt of our converſing together; 
and you may take this by the way, you are not to 
believe one ſyllable of that letter. 


LovEMoORE. 


{There is not a ſyllable of it deſerves the leaſt cre- 
| dic, Ma'am. 


SIR BASHFULL, 


| It was all a mere joke, Madam: was not it, 

| Lovemore ?—And as to your being a fine woman, 
and as to any paſſion that any body has conceived 
for you, there was no ſuch thing ; you can witneſs 
for me, Lovemore: can't you? 


Lapy ConsTaNT. 
Oh! you are witneſſes for one another. 


LOVEMORE. 


Sir Baſhfull knows the fairneſs of my intentions, 
and I know his.—(aſide) He has acquitted me bet- 
ter than I expected, thanks to his abſurdity, 


Lady ConsTANT. 
Go on, and aggravate your ill uſage, gentlemen. 


SIR 
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SIR BASHFULL. 


It was all a bam, madam, a ſcene we thought pro. 
per to act. Let us laugh at her. (goes up to Lite. 
more) | 


LOoVEMORE. 


With all my heart—(afide) A filly blockhead ! | 
can't help laughing at him, (laughing heartily) 


SiR BaSHFULL. (laughing with him) 


Ha! ha!—ha !—all a bam; nothing elſe; a con- 
trivance to make ſport for ourſelves. —Hey, Love. 
more ? 


Lapy ConsTANT. 


This uſage is inſupportable. I ſhall not ſtay for 
an explanation. Two ſuch worthy confederates !— 
is my Chair ready there? You my depend, Sir, that 
this is the laſt time you will ſee me in this houſe. 

[ Ext, 


SIR BASHFULL: 


Agreed; a bargain; with all my heart, I ove- 
more I have managed this well. 


LovEMORE. 


Charmingly managed! I did not think you had ( 
much ſpirit. | 


SIR BASHFULL. 


I have found her out. The intrigue is to too plain, 
She and Sir Brilliant are both detected. 


Lover" 
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LoVvEMORR. 


never ſuſpected that Sir Brilliant was the happy 
man. I wiſh I had ſucceeded, had it been only to 
mortify his vanity. 


StR BasHFULL. 


And fo do I: I wiſh it too: but never own the 
letter: deny it to the laſt, 


LoveMoRE. 
You may depend upon my ſecrecy. 


SIR BaSHFULL, 


l am for ever obliged to you. A fooliſh woman! 
| how ſhe ſtands in her own light ? 


 LOVEMORE. 


Truly I think ſhe does. But ſince I have no in- 
tereſt with her ladyſhip, I ſhall now ſound a retreat, 
and leave matters to your own diſcreiton, Succeſs 


attend you, (going) 


Ove- SIR BASH FULL. 


You muſt not forſake me in this diſtreſs. 


LoveMoRE. 
Had your lady proved tractable, I ſhould not 
have cared how long I had ſtaid. But ſince things 
are come to this paſs, I ſhall now go and ſee what 


kind of reception I am to meet with from Mrs, Love- 
more, 


ad {0 


ain. 


SIR 


OVE 
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SIR BASHFULL. 
Don't let her know that you have a regard for he; 


LOoVEMORE. 


Oh! no; I ſee the conſequence.—(afide) Wel 
off this time; and Madam Fortune, if I truſt yo 
again, you ſhall play me what prank you pleaſe, &. 
Baſhfull, your's. (going) 


" N — 8 * 
6 ” a : — ft cc 
F „ Om oO 
Is LTP. = TS I 


* Kr * 9 iy 


3 *. NK 
TY 7 


SIR BaSHFULL. 


A thouſand thanks to you. And harkye, if I ca 
ſerve you with your lad 
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LovEMORE. 


I am much obliged to you: but I ſhall endeavoy 
to go on, without giving you the trouble of aſſiſting | 
me. And do you hear? aſſure my Lady Conſta © 
that I meant nothing but to ſerve your intereſt. 

[ Exit, 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Rely upon my management. I can acquit you. 
My Lady Conſtant! Lady Conſtant Let me 
chaſe her from thoughts: can I do it? Rage, fur, 
love no more of love! I am glad ſhe tore the 
letter. Odſo! yonder it lies. It is only torn in 
two, and ſhe may ſtill piece the fragments together. 
I'II pick up the letter this moment: it ſhall nere tr 
appear in evidence againſt me. As to Sir Brilliant, 
his motions ſhall be watched: I know how to pro- 
ceed with Madam, and if I can but prove the fad; 
every body will ſay that I am ill ufed by her. E 


W 2 EE. 


End of the FOURTH ACT, 
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ACT the FIFT H. 
Scene, an Apartment at Mr. LovemoRe's. 
el 
n Lier Mrs. Lovemore, elegantly dreſs'd; MOUSLIN 
oi following her. 


MusLix. 


HY to be ſure, Ma'am, it is fo for certain, 
and you are very much in the right of it. 


Mrs. LOVEMORR. 


fancy Jam: I ſee the folly of my former conduct. 
am determined never to let my ſpirits ſink into 
| a melancholy ſtate again. 


MosLIx.“ 


Why, that's the very thing, Ma'am; the very 
thing I have been always preaching up to you. Did 
| not I always ſay, ſee company, Ma'am, take your 
| pleaſure, and never break your heart for any man? 


you, 


me 


furr, This is what I always ſaid. 

e the 

rn in | Mrs. Lovztmorr. 

ther And you have ſaid enough: ſpare yourſelf the 


never WW trouble now. 
l1ant, 
pro- 


MusLiw. 
fact 


I always ſaid ſo! And what did the world ſay? 
Heavens bleſs her for a ſweet woman ! and a plague 
go with him for an inhuman, barbarous, bloody 
murdering brute, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Lovruogx. 
Well, truce with your impertinence; your tong::; 
runs on at ſuch a rate, 


Musi. 


Nay, don't be angry: they did fay ſo inde; 
But dear heart, how every body will be over jay' 
when they find you have pluck'd up a little! As th: 
me, it gives me new life, to have fo much compo» 
in the houſe, and ſuch a racketting at the door wi: 
coaches and chairs, enough to hurry a body out | 
one's wits. Lard, this is another thing, and Vo 
look quite like another thing, Ma'am, and that die 
quite becomes you. I ſuppoſe, Malam, you w: 
never wear your negligèe again. It is not fit for v0; 
indeed, Ma'am. It might pals very well with ſom 
folks, Ma'am, but the like of you— 


Mrs. LOoVTMuORE. 
Will you never have done? Go and fee who 
coming up ſtairs. 


Enter Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Mrs. Lovruogx. 


Mrs. Bellmour, I revive at the fight of vou 
Mullin, do you Rep, and do as! ordered vou. 


MreL1vx. 
What the deuce can {he be at now? Exil. 


Mrs BrlLuou. 


You ſee I am punctual to my time. Well I ami? 


your drels of all things, —It's mighty pretty. Vin 


1 
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Mrs. Lovemore. 


I am glad you like it. But under all this appear- 
ance of gaiety, I have at the bottom but an aching 
heart. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


| Be ruled by me, and I'll anſwer for the event. 
07 Why really, now you look juſt as vou ſhou'd do, 
Ny W hy neglect 10 fine a figure ? 


= Mrs. LoveMORE, 
0 4 5191 J 
You are ſo obliging! 


* NIrs. BELLMOUR. 


And ſo true! What was beautiful before, is 
now heightened by the additional ornaments of drets; 
! if you will but animate and inſpire the whole by 
195 graces of the mind which I am ſure you poſ- 
ſeſs, the impreſſion cannot fail of being etfectual 
upon all beholders, and even upon the depraved 
und of Mr. Lemore.—1 ou have not icen him 
ae Ne you ? 


Mrs. LoOVEMORE. 
He dined at home, but was ſoon upon the wing 
vou, do his utual haunts, 


Mrs. BrLLMOrR. 


f he does but come home time enough, depend 
„pon it my plot will take. And have you got to- 
hor a good deal of company; 


mne Mrs. LovruokE. 


Les; a tolcrable party. 4 
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Mrs. BrrLMove. 
' » "TY 
' 


That's right: ſhew him that you wi! 
our on Dicalure. 


* "of * 
4 CON 


Mrs. LoveMoORE. 

t\ propos, 4s ſoon as I came home TI received 2 
letter from Sir Brilliant, in a ſtile of warmth and ten- 
derne that would aſtoniſh you. IIe begs to fee me 
again, and has ſomething particular to cornmuni— 
cate. I leſt ic in my drcffing. room; you ſhall Ice it | 
by and by: I took your advice, and ſent him word 
he mivhc come. That lure brought him hither im: 
medlatcly: he makes no doubt of his ſucceſs with 
me. 


Mrs. BeLLMoue, 
Well! two ſuch friends as Sir Brilliant and Nu. 
Lovemore, I belicve, never exiſted! 


Mrs. Lovruokxk. 

Their falſchood to each other is unparalleled, [ 
left Sir Brilliant at the card-table: as ſoon as he can 
diſengage hümlolt nen vill quit his company kin pur- 
ſuit of me. I forgot to tell you; my Lady Conſtan: 
15 nere. 


* 


Mrs. BELLMOUR, 


Is ſhe ? 


Mrs. IL oVEMORE. 


She is, and has been making the ſtrangeſt c. 
very: Mr. Lovemore has had a deſign there two! 


* 
wo 1 
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Mrs, Brr.ymOovne, 


Oh! I don't doubt him: but t! 


le more proof we 
nave the better. 


Mrs. Lovruonx. 


4 There is ſufficient proof: you muſt know, Ma'am, 
2 (a rop at the door) as J live and breathe, I believe 
ws this is Mr. Lovemore, 
- 
8 Mrs. BrILMOUR. 
570 | . . . 3 
Hh If it 15, every thing goes on as I could wiſh, 
Ich | | 
Mrs. Lovemone, 
T hear his voice, it is he. How mv heart beats! 
2 5 
\ 8 - Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Courage, and the day's our own, Ile muſt not 
ſee me yet: here ſhall I run? 


Mrs. Lovrritonrt. 
In there, Ma'am. Make haſte; I hear his ſtep on 


ha i) 1:10 
d. 14 11 Is 


Mrs. BittmouR, 
Succeſs attend you. I am gone. | Exits 


Mrs. LoveMORE. 
am frightened out of my ſenſes. What the 
8 = "_ 1 ' 
dent may be I fear to think; but I muſt go through 
wt with it. 
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Emuter LOvEMORE, 


Mrs. LovruoRx. 
You are welcome home, Sir. 


LovEMORE. 


Mrs. Lovemore, your ſervant. 
(without looking at her) 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 
It 1s ſomewhat rare to ſee you at hoine ſo early, 


LOVEMOoRRE. 

T ſaid I ſhould come home, did not 1? I always 
like to be as good as my word. — What could the 
Widow mean by this uſage ? to make an appoint. 
ment, and break it thus abruptly! (aſide) 


Mrs. LovEMORT. 
le ſeems to mule upon it. (afde) 


LoveMoRE. (ide) 
She does not mean to do fo treacherous a thin: 
as to jilt me? Oh, Lord! I am wonderfully tire. 
(vans, and fiiks into an armed cu 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 
Are you indiſpoſed, my dear? 


LOVEMORE. 


No, my love; I thank you, I am very well; — 
$4 little fatigued only, with jolting over the ones all 
8 the way into the city this morning. I have pa 
t few vilits this afternoon. —Confoundedly tired, 
Where's William ? 


2 Fo — — 0 1 


— 


3 Nis, 


A E 


Mrs. LovrmMore. 
Do you want any thing? 


LovzMoRe. 
Only my cap and ſlippers. I am not in ſpirits, 1 


Gaus) 


Mrs. LovEuonx. 


4 hink. 


You never are in ſpirits at home, Mr. Lovemore. 


LovrMuORR. 
beg your pardon: I never am ary where more 


chearful. ſtretching his arms) I with I may die if 
| an't very happy at home, very (yawns) very 
happy! 


Mrs. Lovrmone. 


can hear otherwiſe. I am informed that Mr. 
Lovemore is the promoter of mirth and good hu— 
mour wherever he goes. 


LovrmoRE, 
Oh! no, you over- rate me; upon my ſoul you do. 


| Mrs. Lovimore. 

I can hear, Sir, that no perſon's co npany is ſo ac- 
ceptable to the ladics; that Your Wit inſ res .cyery 
ching; vou has % Our compliment or one, vour 
ſmile for another, a whiſher for a third, and C5 
Sir: you Au Four favours, and ate e | 
but at home, all whim; vivac : 


4 * N 0 4 4 G5 5 
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Lovry:o0Rr. 


Ho! ho! (langoing ) how can you talk fo? | 
ſwear I can't help laughing at the fancy. All whim, 
vivacity, and ſpirit! "1 ſhail burſt my fides. Hor 
can you banter one fo ?S—] divide my favours tog! 
Oh, heavens ! I car't ſtand this raillery: fiich 2 
deſcription of me! I that am rather ſaturnine, 
of a ſerious caft, and inclined to be penſtve! I car 
help laughing at the oddity of the conceit.— 05 
Lord! Oh Lord! (laugbs) 


Mrs. LOVTMORE. 


Juſt as you pleaſe, Sir. I ſee that I am ever ta 
be treated with RES ence. 


„„ 72 „ Fu 4} . + * 
(254, K 7 Urs 4 [tc oO 
— — 


Lovfuokx, 


(Riſes and walks the contrary way. 


T can't put this Widow Bellmour out of my head. 


(e 


. Mrs. LovEMORE. 


If I had done any thing to provoke this ulage; 
this cold, determined concempt (walking) 


LovetMORE. 


I with I had done with that buſineſs entirely; bu! 
my deſires are kindled, and mult be ſatisfied. ( 


(They walk for ſome time ſilently by each 0197. 
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Mrs. LovevoRE. 
What part of my conduct gives vou offence, Mr, 
J Ovemore? 


Lovruo by 
. 1 1 . 
Stil!! harping upon that ungratcta! ng! but 
prithe E don't tet me a Ia ug! 11: ng agamn. eOncnce! 


424 
nothing gives 1110 oftence, child von KNOW l 


all Very ford---(yoaro:s gte H - =I like V 0:1 ot 

things, and thin VOu à4 nol idinizable Wille 

pr Ude nf, Manz Hing, Careleis oft Your own perten, 
1 


and verw attended LO mine ;- not nuch AGUISCTEC to 
plcaſure, - grave, retired, and domeſtic; vau go- 


vern your houſe; pay the tradelmen's Bun ( yawins) 
ſcold ihe ſervanms, and love your huſhand {=== UPON 


my fon, „ very good vile b As good a fort of a 


Wie .4:U#S) as l body might with to have. 
W dere! s Witliam? I mntt go to bed. 
Mrs. LovenoRE, 
To bed ſo early! Had not you better join the 


company? 


Lovr Mok. 


bd & „ * 8 } — 
J ſhan't go out to-night. 


27 
1Vi 


Mrs. JLOVEMORT., 


But I mean the company in the e diningsroom. 


LovEDTORE. 
Company in the dining-room ! (Vage ten) 


Mrs. LOVEMORE, 
Yes: I invited them to a rout 


* 
L 4 LovgE- 
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LovEMORE. 


A rout in mv houſe !- and you dreſſed out too 
What is all this? 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


You have no objection I hope. 


Lov 1 MORE. 


Objection no, 1 like company, you know, ot 
all thinzs; I'V go and join the: Who are they all? 


Mrs. LCVE TORE. 
You know em all; and therc's your friend Sir 
Brilliant. 


LovremoRE, 


Is he there? I ſhall be glad to fee him. But 
pray, how comes ail this about ? 


Mrs. Lov: moxzr, 
I intend to ice company often. 


LOVTIMuORE. 
Do you? 


Mrs. LovEuogr. 


Ay, and not look tamely on, W hile you reve! lux- 
urioutly Th a courie of pleaſure, I thall puriue nn 
own plan of diverſion. 


LoViMoRE:; 
Do ſo, Ma'am: the change 1 in your temper Will 
not be diſagrecable. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Lovremore. 
And fo I ſhall, Sir, I aſſure ye. Adieu to me— 


jancholy, and welcome pleaſure, wit and paicty, 


(He walks about and ſin gs.) 


LovEMonx. 


\ 


What the devil has come over her? And what in 


! -_ 122 4 , $a of pas Foie «ii ie a 21 
the name ot wonder does all this incan! 


Mrs. LoVvEMORE. 

Mean, Sir — It means, it means—how can you 
aſk ne What it means :- Well, to be ſure, the ſo- 
briety of that queſtion Do vou think a woman of 
„irtt can have leiſure to tell her nuaning, when ſhe 
> all air, alertneſs, rapture and enoymeut? 


Lov zor. 


She's mad I— Stark mad! 


Mrs. LovrE MORT, 


You're miſtaken, Sir,—not mad, but in ſpirits, 
that's all. Am ] too flighty for you?: Perhaps lam: 
you are of a ſaturnine diſpoſition, inclin'd to think a 
iztle, or ſo. Well, don't let me interrupt you 
don't let me be of any inconvenience, That woud 
be the ung oliteſt thing; a married co uple to be inter- 
fering aud encroaching on each others pleaſures ! Oh 


hide cou ! it would be Gothic to the laſt dea =rce, Hat 


LovSsMORE. (Hercius a laub) 


TY ! E. * ö - * - i 1 8 ' 3 : ; 
Ha: ha: —Maam, you—ha! ha, you are per- 
, » 333 | : : 

. 14 A Ain. 
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Mrs. LOVTMORE. 


Nav, but ] don't like that laugh now: I poſiti. ch 
don t like it. Can't vou laugh out as you were ute 
to do? For my part, I'm determined to do nothi Ing 
clſe ail the reit of my life, 


LOVEMORE. 


This is the moſt aſtonithing thing! Ma'am I dont 
rightly comprehend 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


Oh Lud! oh Lud !---with that important face! 
Well, but come! what don't you comprehend ? 


 LovinoRrE. 


There is ſomething in this treatment that I don! 
ſo well 


Nirs. Lov MORE. 


Oh! are you there, Sir! How quickly they, who 
have no ſenſibility for the peace and happineks 0. 
others, can ſeel for themſelves, Mr. Lovemore |--- 
But that's a grave reflection, and I hate reflection. 


LOVEMORE. 


What has ſhe got into her head? This ſuddey 
change, Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you 


Mrs. LoveMoRE. 


Nay, don't be frighten'd : there is no harm in if 
nocent mirth, Ih 20pe ; never look ſo grave upon it 
I aſlure you, Sir, that though, on your part, you ſcen 
deter- 


Ont 


e 


ont 


n in- 
Nik. 
ſcen 


Edel- 


adieu! yours, yours !---(wilmickisy ber.) What 


gin to look a little ſharp after madain. I' go this bi 
moment into the card-room and watch whom the | 
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de fc rmined tO olter conſtont 1 indignitics to Four V1 ife, 
and though the Jaws of retaliation wou'd in ſome fort 

exculpare her, if, when provok'd to the utmolt, ex- 
aſperat eu beyond all enduring, the frould, in her 
turn, mike him know what it is to receive an injury 
in the tendereſc POINt— 


LOVEMOBE, 
Madam! (a:g7:!y) 


Mrs. Loviwmonr, 


Well, well, ON be alarmed. I fnan't retaliate! 
my on honour will ſecuie you there; you may de- 
hend per t—V ill yo! come and play a game at 

ds? Well, do as you like; you won't come? 
Xo, no, I fee rou won't. — M hat fry you to a bit of 
ſupper with us . Nor that neither ?---Follow your 
nchnations : it is not material where a body cats, 
vou know ; the company expects me; adieu, Mr. 


Lovemore, yours, yours. [ Exit finging, 


LovrmoRrt. 


This 18 a frolic I never jaw her in belore Laugh 
all the reſt of my liſe !--laws of retaliation! ;--an injury 
in the tendereſt point; the company expects me, 


the devil is all this? Some of her female friends 
have been tampering with her. So, fo; I mult be- 


whifpers with, whom fhe ogles with, and every cir- 
cumitance that can lead 90——0 gelung) 
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Enter MusLIN in à hurry, 


MusLIN. 


Madam, Madam,—here's your letter; I wou' 
not for all the world that my inaſter 


LovEMORE. 


What, is ſhe mad too? What's the matter, wo- 
man? 


MrsLIN. 


Nothing, Sir,---nothing: I wanted a word wit; 
my Lady, that's all, Sir. 


LoVvEtMORE. 


You worw'd not for the world that your maſter,--- 
what was you going to {ay ?---What paper's that! 


MrsL1N, 
Paper, Sir! 


LoveMORE. 
Paper, Sir! let me ſee it. 


MrcsLiv. 


Lord, Sir! how can you aſk a body for ſuch 2 
thing. It's a letter to me, Sir, a letter from the 
country; a letter from my ſiſter, Sir. She bids me 
to buy her a Shiver de Fize cap, and a ſixtcenth in the 
lottery; and tells me of a number ſhe dreamt ot 
that's all, Sir; I'll put it up. 


Lo * 1 by 


ud 


WO- 


VIth 


OV if 
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LovemoRE. 


Let me look at it. Give it me this moment. 
[reads) To Mrs. Lovemore E Faſhion. 
14055 is a letter from the country, is it? 


MusLin. 


That, Sir---that is---no Sir,---no ;---that's not 


ſiſter's letter. If you will give me that back, Sir, I'll 
new you the right one. 


LovemoRe, 
Where did you get this? 


MrsLiwn., 
Sir ? 


LovEMoORE. 
Where did you get it ?---Tell me truth. 


MusLiwn. 


Dear heart, you fright a body ſo---in the patiour, 
Sir, -I found it there. 


: LoveEMORE. 
Very well !---leave the room. 


MusLix. 
The devil fetch it, I was never ſo out in my poli- 
| ticks, in all my days. [ Exit... 
Lovemorr. 


A pretty epiſtle truly! (reads) © When you 
com- 


vv 
| 


Y 
_— 7 <a 
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** command me, my deareſt Mrs. Lovemore, never: 
'*© touch again upon the lubject of my love, yo 
© command an imnpoſibility. You excite the f lane, 
'© and forbid it to burn. Permit me once more | 
de throw myſelf on my knees, and implore yon 

© COmpa! ion,  ——=Compation with a vengeane: 
on him ! Think you fee me now with tende, 

« melting, PT e r EYES, languiſhing at yo 
& fect, ——Very Wm Sir! te Can you fin! | 
© in your heart to pert wh cruelty Grant me 
« but acceſs to you once more, and in addition ty 
« what J already ſaid this morning, I will urge {uc! 
wy FOUIVES: ts Urge motives, will ye ?---* as wil 
0 „that you ſhould no longer heſit 

« 1n grat ſl bog to reward hi im, who here makes 


« vow of etcrnal conſtancy and love, 
% BRILLIANT FAsHIOx. 


255 ſo! lo! your very humble ſervant, Sir Bri. 


liant Faſhion ! This is your friendſhip for me, 
It ?---you are mighty Kind indecd, MS | 
thank you as muci as if you had really done me ti 
fivour : and, Mrs, Lovemore, I'm your humble tc 
vant too. She intends to laugh all the reſt of bs 
lite! This letter will change her note. Yon 
me comes along the ga 0 and Sir Brilliant in fu. 
chace of her. They come this way. Could 1 bu: 
detect them both now! I'll ſtep aſide, and v 
knows but the devil may tempt them to their ut- 
doing. A polite huſband I am: there's the co: 


O 
clear for you, madam. [ Exit, 


— = 
? — -*# 
* _ 2 
. 


Enter Mrs. Lovruogr aud Sik BRILLIANT. 


_ 3 — 


_ a 4 


Mrs. LOVEMORE. 


I have already told you my mind, Sir Brillia% 
Youi 
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lian. 


o 


and your ſolicitations inſult] ng. 


of my life has authorized this ailurance ? 
| fire, Sir, you will deſiſt. Were I not afraid of the 
3 I ang ee that might follow, I ſhould not he- 
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Four chwility is odious; your compliments fulſome 3 


1 mult make uie 
of harſh language, Sir: you provoke it, 


SIR BRILLIANT, 


Not retiring to folitude and diſcontent again, I 
hope, madam |! T Have a care, my dear Mrs. Love— 
more, of a relapſe. 


Mrs. Lovitmons. 


No danger, Sir: don't be too ſolicitous about me. 
Why leave the company? Let me intreat you to 
return, Sir. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


By Heaven, there is more rapture in being one 
moment Ws-4-775 with you, than in the company ot 
a whole drawing-room of beauties, Round you arc 
melting pleaſures, tender traniports, Volt aful loves, 
and bloomi ing graces, all unſelt, neglected, and de. 


E fpited, by a taſteleſs, cold, unimpaſſiened hutban, 
| while they might be all lo much better employed to 
the purpoſes of ecſtaty and blitz. 


Mrs. LovEMORRE. 


[ am amazed, Sir, at this libercy. What action 


I de- 


tate a moment to acquaint "Mr. Lovemore with 
1 OUT whole behaviour. 


SIR BriLLIiaNT. 
She won't tell her huſband ! 


A charming crea- 


ture, and bleſſings on her for ſo convenient a hint. 


She 
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She yields, by all my hopes !---What ſhall I ſay 4 
overwhelm her ſenſes in a flood of nonſenſe ? (94, 
Go my heart's envoys, tender fighs make haſte,--- 

Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye,--- 

Raptures and paradiſe 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart he preſsd. 
(forcing her all this time 


Enter Mr. LOVEMORE. 


LovrwoRe.. 
Hell and diſtration ! this is too much. 


SIR BrILLIANT. 


What the devil's the matter now ? (&neels di 
to buckle his ſhoe) This confounded buckle is always 
plaguing me. Lovemore ! I rejoice to ſee thee. 

(locking at each other) 


LovEeMoRE. 


And have you the confidence to look me in the 
face ? 


SIN DPRILLIANT. 


I was telling your lady here, of the moſt whim(:- 
cal adventure 


LovVEMORE. 


Don't add the meanneſs of falſchood to the black 
attempt of invading the happineſs of your friend. | 
did imagine, Sir, ſrom the long intercourſe that has 
ſubſiſted between us, that you might have had cell 
cacy enough, fecling enough, honour enough, S, 
not to meditate an injury like this. | 


SIR 
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SIR BRTLLIANV. 


8 Ay, it's all over, I am detected. (ade) Mr. 
E Lovemore, I feel that I have been wrong, and will not 
attempt a vindication of mylelf, We have been 
friends hitherto, and if begging your pardon for this 
raſhneſs will any ways atone 


4 


Ne) 


Lovemore. 


No, Sir, nothing can atone. The provocation 
vou have given me, would juitify my drawing upon 
vou this inſtant, did not that lady, and tlis roof 
protect you. 


lion : SIR BRILLIANT. 

Wahr Harſh language to a friend 

ther) LOVEM ORT. 
Friend, Sir Brilliant? 

n the SIR BRILLIANT, 
If you will but hear me 

5 LovemMoRE. 

11Mit- 


Sir, Tinſiſt; I won't hear a word. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
- | 
blacs W I declare upon my honour 


" 
: *. LOoVIMORE. 
(1C11- . Ras 
"Se Honour! for ſhame, Sir Brilliant: honour and. 
3 L 


— are ſacred words, and you profane them 
both. | 


su vor. III. M en 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 
If imploring forgiveneſs of that lad 


LOVTMORE. 
That lady !---I deſire you will never ſpeak to th; 
lady. | 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Can you command a moment's patience ? 


LovE MORE. 


Sir, Jam out of all patience : this muſt be ſettle 
between us: 1 have done for the preſent, 


Enter Six BASHFULL, 


SIR BASHFULL. 


Did not I hear loud words among you? I ce: 
tainly did. What are you quarreling about ? 


LovemoRr. 


Read that, Sir Baſnfull. (Gives him Sir Briilicm, 
letter) Read that, and judge if J have not cauic-- 


(Sir Baſhfull reads to himfelf.) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Hear but what I have to ſay 


LoveMORE. 


No, Sir, no; we ſhall find a fitter time: as fc 
you, Madam, I am ſatisfied with your conduct. 


was indeed a little alarmed, but I have been a wine! 
0 
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% * your behaviour, and I am above harbouring low 
| ſu(picions. 


SiR BasnFUuLL. 


Upon my word, Mr. Lovemore, this 1s carrving 
the jeſt too lar. 


LovemoRe: 


It is the baſeſt action a gentleman can be guilty of; 
and to a perſon who never injured him, {till more 
criminal. 


SIR BASHFULL. | 

Why ſo I think. Sir Brilliant, (7% im afide) 

here take this letter, and read it to him; his own 
letter to my wite. 


A 
Chu 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
| c2:. Let me ſee It---(!aktes tie letter) 


| Sikh BaSHFULT., 
re 'Tis indeed, as you ſay, the vileſt a a gent 
| wan can be guilty of. 


Lovemonrs®. 
An unparallelled breach of friendſiüp. 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
Not altogether ſo unparallelled: I believe it will 
not be found without a precedent---as tor example 


A 0 (reads) 


Nr. 
wine! | To My Lady Conſtant 
"= © //by Joonid I conceal, my ear Moedam, that wour 
warms have acaken'd my tende, 15,191 f 


M 2 Lovz- 


8 
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LOVEMORx. 
Conſuſion! my letter (de) 


S1R BRILLIANT. (reading) 
« I leng have lov'd you, long adored. Could I ty; 
« falten myſelf ''---( Lovemore walks about uno, 
Sir Brilliant follows him) 


Sik BasHFULL. 
There, Mr. Lovemore, the baſeſt treachery ! 


SiS BRILLIANT. (Reads) 
t Conld I du flatter myſelf with the leaſt kind return,” 


[LOVEMORT. 


Confuſon ! let me ſeize the letter out of his hand. 
(Sratioes it from him,) 


Six Bas uur. 


An unparallclled breach of friendſhip, Mr. Love- 
more. 


LOVTNHORxE. 
All a ſorgery, Sir; all a forgery. 


SIR BASHFULL, 
That I deny; it is the very identical letter my 137 WW 
threw away with ſuch indignation. She tore it i 
tuo, and I have pieced it together. 


I OVTMORE. 
A mere contrivance to varniſh his guilt, 


: Sin BRILLIANT. | 10 
IIa! ha! my dear Lovemore, we know one and. 


AE ( D. 181 


ther, Have not you been at the ſame work with the 
widow Bellmour ? 


Lov MORE. 


The widow Bellmour !—If I ſpoke to her, it was 
2 to ſerve you, Sir. 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
Are you ſure of that? 


Lovr Mok. 


Po! I won't ſtay a moment longer among ve. I'll 
go into another room, to avoid ye all. I know little 
or nothing of the widow Bellmour, Sir. Cepens the 
door; Enter Mrs. Bellmoun) Hell and deftrutiion ! 
hat fiend is conjured up here! Zoons! let me 
make my eicape out of the houſe. 

(runs lo the eppojite dicy) 


Mrs. LOVTMORE. 
ove- VII ſecure this paſs: you mult not go, my dear, 


LovizmMore. 
Sdeath, Madam, give me way. 


Mrs. LOVIMORE. 


Nay, don't be in ſuch a hurry: I want to intro. 
- 1,1; WW cuce an acquaintance of mine to you, 


LovrmoRE, 
I vefire, Madam 


Mrs. BrLLMoun. 
My Lord, my Lord Etheridge; I am heartily glad 
0 lee your Lordſhip (taking hold of v1) 
RY M 3 Mrs, 
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Mrs. LOoVEMORE. 


Do, my dear, let me introduce this lady to yay 
Cturuing him to her) 


E ge E. 
Here's the devil and all todo! (aſide) 


Mrs BEeLLMOUR, 
iy Lord, this is the moſt fortunate encounter! 


LovermMoORE, 


I wiſh I was fifty miles off. (de) 


Mrs. Lovi:moes. 
Mrs. Bellmour, give me leave to ige 
Lovemore to you (e hn ue 


Mrs. Pr 


No; my dear Malam, ler: ef 
Ethieridae b. 41 
: 
i 4 * 


In the name of v0.1, vo 


Sin 35 e 
This is another ol es bis 


Mrs, LOVEMO RL. 
My dear Ma'am you are mitſtaben? s eis my 


huſband. 


Mrs. BrLL Mou. 


Pardon me, Ma'am, tis my Lord Echcadgs. 
8 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Lov MORE. 


My dear, how can you be fo ill-bred in your own 
houſe — Mrs. Bellmour, — this is Mr. Lovemore. 


LovEMORE. 


Are you going to toſs me in a blanket, Madam ? 
—call up the reſt of your people, it you are. 


= Mrs. BELLMOUuR. 

Pihaw ! prithee now, my Lord, leave off your hu- 
mours. Mrs. Lov-more, this is my Lord Echc- 
ridge, a lover of mine, who has made propolals of 
marriage to me. 

„ LovremMoRr. 
Conſuſion! let me get rid of theſe two furics 
(breaks away from them.) 
_— StR BasHFULL. 
95 He has been tampering with her too, has he? 
Mrs. BrLLMOUux ( fellows him.) 

My Lord, I ſay! my Lord Etheridge! won't your 

Lordſhip know me? 
Lovrztoxk. 

This is the moſt damnable accident! ( 

is my Mrs. Be IL MOouR. 


J hope your lordſhip ! has not forgot your appoint- 
ment at my houſe this evening. 


Mm. M 4 Lovz- 


bay << O<mUWT6e,s 
4 - =# 
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LOVEMORE. 
I deſerve all this. (ide) 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 
Pray, my Lord, what have I done, that you tres: 
me with tus coldneſs? Come, come, you ſhall have 
a wife: I will take compaſtion on you. 


LOVEMORE. 
Damnation! I can't ſtand it. (fide) 


Sia BaSHFULL. 
Murder willout: murder will out. 


Mrs. BELLMOUR. 


Come, cheer up, my Lord: what the deuce, your 
dreſs is alter'd ! what's become of the ſtar and the 
ribband? And { the gav, the florid, the magn:- 
fique Lord Etheridge, dwindles down into plain Vir. 
Lovemore, the married man! Mr. Lovemore, vou! 
molt obcdient, very humble ſervant, Sir, 


LoveMORE. 
I can't bear to feel mylclt in ſo ridiculous a cir— 
cuinſtance. (ide) 


SIR BASHFULL. 
He has been paſſing himſelf for a Lord; has kc: 


Mrs. BeLLMOuR. 

I beg my compliments to your friend Mrs. Love- 
it: I am much obliged to you bothfor your very 
honourable deligns. (cur!ſying to him) 

g | Lovr- 
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LoveMoRE. 
I was never ſo aſhamed in all my life! 


Sik BRILLIANT. 
So, io, ſo, all his pains were to hide the ſtar from 


of the 


me. This diſcoy ery is a perfect cordial to my de- 
jected | I; )irits. 


eat 
de 


Mrs. BRELLMoun. 


* Mrs. Lovemore, I cannot Julhciently acknow- 
ledge the providence that directed you to pay me à 

| viſit, though I was wholly unknown to vou; and! 

all henceforth conſider you as my delivercr. 


LovemoRE. 
„out Ay, it was ſhe that fainted away in the cloſet, and 
the be damned to her jealouſy. (de 
ght 
Mr Sin BRILLIANT. 
yo, By all that's whimſical, an odd fort of an adven- 
ture this. My Lord, (advances 10 him) my Lord, 
qa Lord Etheridge, as the man ſays in the play, 
« Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Den- 
cir- mark.“ 


T.oveEMORE. 


Now he comes upon me. Oh! 'm in a fine ft 
Le? uuation. (ae) 


QTR Ea LIANT. 


ove- , My Lord, I hope that ugly pain in your Lord- 


very [Wip's fide is abated, 


Lovz- 


— 
2 
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JovemoRE. 


Abſurd, and ridiculous. (aſide) 


_ 

* P 
- 
2Y 


SIR BRILLIANT. 
There is nothing forming there I hope, my Lore. 


— 
— 
_ 


« * 
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LoveMoRE. | 
I hall come to an explanation with you, Sir, 


— 


— — 
2 W 
_ - 
> ep 
* om” 
4 F - 
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SIR BRILLIANT. 


The tennis-ball from Lord Rackett's unluck; 
{oft hand! 


3 
— 


LOVTI MORE, 


No more at preſent, Sir Brilliant. I leave vo 
now to vourſelves, and (gces to the door in the lac 
feene)—'{death another tiend ! I am beſet by then, 


Enter L.:Dy CONSTANT. 


LOVEMORE. 


No way to eſcape ?—{atempts both ſtage doors, ii 
is prevented) 


Lapy ConsSTANT: 


Mr. Lovemore, it is the luckieſt thing in it! 
world, that you are come home. 


LovEMORE, 
Ay, it's all overall muſt come to light, 
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honours againſt me every time. Do, Mr. Love- 
more, lend me another hundred. 


LovEMORE. 
I would give a hundred pound you were all in 


Lapland. (de) 


Lavpy CoNxs rar. 


Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you, you are married 
to the falſeſt man; he has deceived me ftrang «ly. 


Mrs. Lovemore. 
begin to feel for him, and to pity his uneaſinels, 


Mrs. Br:lLLymoun, 


Never talk of pity; let him be probed to the 


| quick, 


SIR BASHFULL, 
The caſe 1s pretty plain, I think, now, Sir Bril- 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
Pretty plain, upon my foul. Ha! ha! 


LoveMoORE. 
In turn the tables upon Sir Baſhfull, for aj} 


| this—(takes Sir Baſhfull's letter out of his pocket 
| where is the mighty harm now in this letter? 


Sik BaSH FULL. 
Where's the harm? | 


Love- 
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LovemoRr. (reads) 
« I cannot, my deareſt life, any longer bebold 


h 
SIR BASHFULL. 
Shame and confuſion ! I am undone. (e 
ILnOvemoRe. 1 
rf Sir N The e gent 1 5 
cc "7, ö e 7 1. 1 25% be. ot. 
a Fay thro' a falſe prejua'ce, I am myſelf the ©, Z 
LADY ConsTANT; 
What is all this? 
= | 0 
Sik Ba$SHFULL, 
I am a loſt man. (aſide) 
LovEMORE. 
Mind, Sir Baſhfull. © 7 am therefore reſel-:/, 
« after many conflifts with myſelf, to throw off Il ch 


« maſh, and frankly own a paſſion, which the fear if th 
&« falling into ridicule has in appearance ſuppreſjed.” 


StR BasHrulL. 


'Sdeath ! I'll hear no more of it. (/halcbes a. 10 

letter ) g 
LovEMoORE. 

No, Sir; I reſign it here, where it was directed. D 

Lapy ConsTaNT. = 


It is his hand ſure enough. 


LovE- 
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LOVHMORRE. 


Yes, Madam, and thoſe are his ſentiments, which 
he explained to me more at large. 


Lapy CoxsTAN T. (eads) 


« Accept the preſents which I mv/ſclf have ſent you; 
« money, attendance, equipage, aud every thing elſe you 

« ſhall command; and in return, I ſhall only « vtreat You 
« to conceal from the world that you have raiſed a flame 
© in this heart, which will ever ſhew me, 


« Tour admirer, 
&« And your truly affectionate hiſſand, 
« BasSHFULL ConsTanT.” 


ALL. 
Ha! ha 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


So, ſo, ſo! he has been in love with his wiſe all 
this time, has he? Sir Baſhfull, will you go and ſec 
the new comedy with me? 


SIR BASHFULL. 


I ſhall bluſh through the world all the reſt of my 
life. (aide) 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


Lovemore, don't you think it a baſe thing to in- 
vade the happineſs of a friend? or to do him a clan 


deſtine wrong ? or to injure him with the woman hie 
loves ? 


I. VE“. 
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Lovemorr. 
To cut the matter ſhort with you, Sir, we have 
been traitors to each other; a couple of unptind— 


pled, unreflecting profligates ! 


SIR BRILLIANT, 
Profligates ! 
LoVTMORE. 
Ay! both! we are pretty fellows indeed ! 


Mrs. BeLLMouRn. 


I am glad to find you are awakened to a ſenſe of 
your error. 


LovEMORE. 


Jam, Madam, and I am frank enough to own i,. 
I am above attempting to diſguiſe my feelings, when WW ;. 
I am conſcious they are on the ſide of truth and ho- ., 
nour. With the ſincereſt rem orle, I aſk your par- 
don. Al ſhould aik pardon of my Lady Conſtant too, 
but the fact is, Sir Baſhfull threw the whole affair 
in my way; and, when a huſband will be aſhamed 
of loving a valuable woman, he muſt not be fur- 
prized if other people take her caſe into conſidera- 
tion, and love her for him. 


SIR BRILLIANT. | he: 
Why, faith that does in ſome ſort make his apo- ah 
logy. 15 
Sin BASHFULL., 
Sir Baſhfull ! Sir Baſhfull ! thou art ruined'! 
(aſide) ; 


Mrs. BLLLMOUR. 


Well, Sir, upon certain terms, I don't know but! 
may ſign and ſeal your pardon. 1 
OV Ls 
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LovrmoRr. 
what terins! 


Terms! 


Mrs. BL tou R. 


That you make due expiation of your guilt to 
that lady. (pointing to Mrs. Loveinore) 


TL oveEmoRet. 


That lady, Ma'am That lady has no reaſon to 
complain. 


Mrs. Lovrmorr. 
No reaſon to complain, Mr. I gvemore ! 


8 MORT. 


No, Madam, none! for whatever may have been 
my imprudences, they have had their ſourcc in your 
conduct. 


Ars. LOVEMORE. 
In my conduct, Sir! 


LovEMUORE. 


In your conduct !—T here declare before £1115 com- 
pany, and I am above miſrepreſenting tlie matter; I 
here declare, that no man in E ngland could be better 
inclined to domeſtic khappinets, if you, Madam, on 
your part, had been willing to make home agree- 


able. 
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Mrs. LovzMORE. 
There I conſcis he touches me. (ade) 


Lovs- 
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LovVEMORE. 


You could take pains enough before marriage; 
you would put forth all your charms; practice all your 
arts; and make your features pleaſe by rule; for ever 
changing; running an eternal round of variety : and 
all this to win my affections : but when you had wor 
them, you did not think them worth your keeping; 
neverdreſied, penſive, ſilent, melancholy; and the one 
entertainment in my houſe, was the dear pleaturc of 
a dull conjugal ee ee; and all this 1 niIpidiy 
becauſe you think the ſole merit of a wife cor! 
in her virtue: a fine way of amuling a huſband, 
truly! 


y 


SIR BRILLIANT. 


(laughing) 


Upon my ſoul, and ſo it is 


Mrs. LovEMORE. 


Sir, I muſt own there is too much truth in what 
you ſay. This lady has opened my eyes, anc con- 
vinced me there was a miſtake in my former con- 


duct. 


LOVI MORE. 


Come, come, you need ſay no more. I forgive 
you ; I forgive. 


Mrs. Lovtmors. 


Forgive ! I like that air of confidence, when you 
know that, on my fide, it is at worſt an error in qudg: 
ment; whereas on yours 


Mrs. Briiwmova, 


Po! po! never ſtand diſputing: you know each 
. others 


— 57 Oo 


lit 


Al 
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other's faults and virtues: you have nothing to do 
but do mend the former, and enjoy the latter. 
There, there, there, kiſs and friends. There, 
Mrs. Lovemore, take your reclaimed libertine to 


LovrMoORE. 


Tis in your power, Madam, to make a reclaimed 
libertine of me indeed. | 


Mrs. Lovtemorr. 


From this moment it ſhall be our mutual ſtudy to 
| pleaſe each other. 


LovEMORE. 


A match with all my heart. I ſhall hereafter be 
aſhamed only of my follies, but never aſhamed of 
owning that I ſincerely love you, 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Shan't you be aſhamed ? 


LovemoRe. 
Never, Sir, 


SIR BASHFULL, 
And will you keep me in couutenance ? 


on LOVTIMORE,. 
g [ will, 


SIR BASHFULL, 


Give me your hand. I now forgive you all, My 
Lady Conſtant, 1 own the letter, I own the f. ati- 
ers Vor. III. N | nients 
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ments of it, (embraces her) and from this moment! 
take you to my heart, —Lovemore, Zookers! yy 
have made a man of me. 


t 
Lapy ConsTANT. 
If you hold in this humour, Sir Baſhfull, on 
quarrels are at an end. 
Sts BRILLIANT. 0 
| And now I ſuppoſe I muſt make reſtitution here 
| —{gives Lady Conflant the cuckies) 
| SIR BASHFULL. 3 
| Ay, ay, make reſlitution. Lovemore! this is the tu 
. 0 * : | 
| conſequence of his having ſome tolerable Piraic, Noi 
and a perſon, Mr. Lovemore ! ha! ha !— ca 
"Nt 
| SIR BRILLIANT. 
© . . — "1 
| Why, I own the laugh is againſt me. With a! 
my heart; I am glad to lee my friends hyppy 
laſt. Lovemore, may I preſume to hope tor paruor 
at that lady's hands? (points to Mrs. Lovenmure) 

f 3 
| My dear confederate in vice, yonr pardon + tall 
| granted. 'I'wo ſad libertines we have been. Bi! 

come, give us your hand: we have uſed cach ot: 
ſcurvily : for the future we will endeavour vi , 
atone tor the errors of our paſt miſconduct. 
| SiR BRILLIANT. \ 
Agreed; we will henceſorward behave Jt. * 
WW | 


who have not forgot the obligations OF truth an 
our. 
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LoveMoORE. 


And now I congratulate the whole company, that 
this buſineſs has had ſo happy a tendency to con- 
vince each of us of our tolly. 


Mrs. BELLMOVR. 


Pray, Sir, don't draw me into a ſhare of your 
folly. 


LovrMore. 
Come, come, my dear Ma'am, you are not with- 


cut your ſhare of it. This will teach you for the fu- 


ture, o be content with one lover at a time, with- 
out liſtening to a fellow you know nothing of, be- 
cauſe he aſſumes a title, and ſpreads a fair report of 
hunſelf, 


Mrs. BrerLiMmoun. 
The reproof is juit, I grant it. 


LOVTM ORTE. 
Come, let us join the company chearfully, hep 


our own ſecrets, and not make ourtelves the town= 


talk. 


SIR BASHFULL, 
Ay, ay; let us keep the ſecret. 


LOVTMORE. 
What, returning to your fears again? You will 
Put me out of countenance, Sir Paſhfull. 


StR BASHFULL-, 
have done. 
N 2 T ove- 


* 
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LovemMoORE. 


When your conduct is fair and upright, never 
be afraid of ridicule. Real honour and generous af. 
fection may bid defiance to all the ſmall wits in the 
kingdom. In my opinion, were the buſineſs of this 
day to go abroad into the world, it would prove 1 
very uſeful leſſon : the men would ſee how their paß 
ſions may carry theminto the danger of wounding the 
boſom of a friend: and the ladies would learn, tha:, 
after the marriage rites are performed, they ought 
not to ſuffer their powers of pleaſing to lan{vih 
away, but ſhould ſtill remember to ſacrifice to the 


Graces, 


To win a man, when all your pains ſucceed, 
The Way to Keep Him 7s a te indeed, 
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SONG for Mrs. CI EBER in the Way T 
KEEP Him. 


Oo 


Written, at the revival of the play, by Mr. Garrick. 


I. 
yt fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 


That a lover once bleſt, is à lover ng more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor l 70 be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh, wat beauty has cargit 


II. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of vour eye, 
Your rofes and lilies, may make the men figh : 
But roſes, and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay, 


III: 


Us the man that you wed, like your few rite GertTar, 
| Ths' muſic in beth, they are both apt to jan; 

ligen tuneful and ſaft from a delicate bauch, 
| Nut handed 100 roughly, nor play'd on 166 much ! 


V. 
Ne SPARROW aud LINNET wil feed frem cu,, band, 
Gr e Came Oy H ¾ kin , „ an- Come al cane: 
Trert coilh Veur 22 und Ihe Same bopfy i tt, 
Feu hearts, like your bird as, may be tain'd tc OUT Wil. 


Y. 
Be gay and gocd- humour d, complying G1ic! kind, 
£ t : 
Turn th 2 ie of Jour care jr C71 YC 2 2 ee 5 CUT i. <> * 


11s there that a Wije may her N J TIP ivy 
aud Hye ſpall rivet the felicts of Love, 
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COMEDY, 


Performcd at tlie 


I HEA TRE ROYAL 


IN 


In amore hœc omnia infunt vitia; injurie, 
duſpiciones, inimicitie, inducie, 


Lelum, pax rurſum. 


J V/ ⁵ ⁵ TTT ĩ d rr > od Fang nog Prong. bd = 


JS 


201 


p R O L O G U E. 


Written and ſpoken by SAML Foore, Eſq; 


70. Might, be it known to Box, Gall'ry, and Pit, 
Will Je open d the bejr * *ummer-IWarebouſe for Wit ; 
The New Manufacture, Foote aud Co. Undertakers ; 
Play, Pantomime, Opera, Farce, —by the Makers ! 
Me ſcorn, like our brethren, our fortunes to owe 
To Shakeſpeare, and Southern, 4% Otwav, and Rowe. 
Though our judgment may err, yet our juſtice is ſhewn, 
For wwe promiſe to mangle no works but our 0Wn. 
And moreover on this you may firmly rely, 
If we can't make you laugh, that we won't make you cry, 
Fer Roſcius, who knew we were mirth- loving 2 70 
Has locł d up his lightning, bis daggers, and 60w!. 
Refolv'd that in buſkins no hero ſhall talk, 
Fe has ſhut us quite out of the Tragedy walk. 
No blood, no blank verſe !—and ia fhort we're undone, 
Unleſs you're contented with Frolic and Hun. 
If tid of her round in the Ranelagh-mill, 
There ſhould be but ce female inclin'd to fit fill; 
If blind to the beauties, or fick of the ſquell, 
A party ſhould ſbum to catch cold at Vauxhall; 
fat Sadler's ſweet Wells the made wine ſhould Ce thick, 
The cheeſe-cakes turn ſour, er Mijs Wilkinſon ick; 
If the fume of the pipes ſpould oppreſs you in June, | 
Or the tumblers be lame, or the belle out of tie; 
[ hope you will call at dur warebouſe in Drury ; 
We've @ Curious affertment cf goods, I iure you ; 
Domeſtic and foreign, and all kinds of <vares ; 
Engliſh cloths, Iriſh linnen, and French petcilairs ! 


Mr. Garrick, at this time, had let hi: playhouſe for the 
ſemmer months, 


if 
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If for want of geod cuſtom, or loſſes in trade, 
The poetical partners foould bankrupts be made 
If from dealings lob large, we plumge aceply in debt, 
And WikRs as iſſue out in the Mules Gazette ; 
We'll on you our aſſions fer CERTIFICATES call ; 
Theugh inſolvent, we're honejt, and give up our all. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Jonun RESTLESS, „„ 

BEVERLEY, Mr. O'BRIEx. 
Sir WILLIAM BrLLMONT, Mr. Bux rox. 
Toung BriLwoNntT, Mr. Pack, 
PranpDFroRD, Mr. Branssr. 
Rop ER, Servant to Sir Joux, Mr. BLAKES. 

DRU Su, Servant to B:veRLY, Mr. WTSTrox. 


WO MT 


Lady RESTLESS, Miſs Havcirow, 
Brli xp, Mrs. YarTts. 
Cr.aR1ssSA, Mrs. PALMER. 
ILA. Mrs. Beapsnaw; 
Tir, | M1 HipyisLY. 
Mratialzr, NMiis MiLLs. 


ON. 
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All in the Wrong. 


A COME D . 


er. the: FIN S8 T. 


ScENE the Park. 


Euter Sir Joun REesTLEss and RoßrRT, em 6 


houſe in the fide ſcene. 


Sir Jonx. 


IR John Reſtleſs! Sir John Reſilcis! thou 
haſt played the fool with a vengeance. What 
devil whiſpered thee to marry ſuch a woman ? —— 
Robert, you have been a faithful ſervant, and I value 


vou. Did your lady go out at this door here into 


the park, or did ſhe go out at the ſtreet door? 


RorrRr. 
nis door, Sir. 
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Sir Joux. 


Robert, I will never live in a houſe again that hz; 
two doors toit. 


RoßrT Rr. 
Sir! 


Sir Joux. 

T will give warning to my landlord inftantly. 
The eyes of Argus are not ſufficient to watch the 
motions of a wife, where there is a ſtreet door, and: 
back door, to favour her eſcapes. 


RopErRT, 

Upon my word, Sir, I wiſh—you will pardon my 
boldneſs, Sir, —! with vou would ſhake off this unea- 
ſincſs that preys upon your ſpirits. It grieves me to 
the heart, —it does, indeed, Sir, to ſee you in this 
way : baniſh your ſuſpicions: you have conceived 
ſome itrange averſion, I am afraid, to my lady, Sir, 


Sir Jonx. 


No, Robert; no averſion: in ſpite of me I Coat 
upon her till. 


Rogz Rr. 


Then why will you not think generouſly, Sir, of 
the perſon you love? My lady, I dare be worn 


Sir Joux. 
Is falſe to me. That embitters my whole life. 
love her, and ſhe repays me with ingratitude, wick 


peridy, with fallchood, with 


% 


Ro- 


lie 


Jat 


a COMEDY: 


20g 
RoznrrryT, 


I dare be ſworn, Sir, ſhe is a woman of honour, 


Sir Jonn. 
Robert, I have conſidered you as a friend in my 


| houſe : don't you betray me roo: don't attempt to 


juſtify her, 


Rog ERT. 


Dear Sir, if you will but give me leave: you have 
been anindulgent maſter to me, and I am only con- 
cerne for your welfare. You married my lady for 
love, and I have heard you ſo warm in her praiſe: 
why will you go back from thoſe ſentiments ? 


Sir Jonx: 
Yes, I married her for love Oh! love! love! 


| what miſchief doſt thou not occaſion in this world? 


Yes, Robert, I married her for love. When firſt 1 


| ſaw her, I was not ſo much ſtruck with her beauty, 


as with that air of an ingenuous mind that appeared 
in her countenance; her features did not ſo much 
charm me with their ſymmetry, as that expreſſion of 
ſweetneſs, that ſmile that indicated affability, mo- 
deſty, and compliance. But, honeſt Robert, I was 
deceived : I was not a month married, when I ſaw 


her practiſing thoſe very ſmiles at her glaſs: I ſaw 


through the artifice ; plainly ſaw there was nothing 
natural in her manner, but all forced, all iſtuc'cd, 


put on with her head-dreſs: I was alarmed; I re- 


ſolved to watch her from that moment, and I have 
en ſuch things! 


Ro- 
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RorrRT. 


Upon my word, Sir, I believe you wrong her, and 
wrong vourſelf : you build on groundleſs ſurmizes; 
you make yourſelf unhappy, and my lady too; and 
by being conſtantly uneaſy, and never ſhewing her 
the leafl love, you'll forgive me, Sir,—you fill her 
mind with ſtrange ſuſpicions, and ſo the miſchief i; 
done. 


Sir JoHN, 
Suſpicions, Robert? 


RoBERT, 


Yes, Sir, ſtrange ſuſpicions !—My lady finds her- 
ſelf treated with no degree of tenderneſs ; ſhe infer: 
that your inclinations are fixed elſewhere, and lo ſhe 
is become—you will pardon my blunt honeſty—lſhe 
is become downright jealous,—as jealous as your- 


ſelf, Sir. 


Sir JoHN. 


Oh! Robert, you are little read in the arts of wo- 
men ; you little know the intricacies of their con- 
duct; the mazes through which they walk, ſhifting, 
turning, winding, running into devious paths, but 
tending all through a labyrinth to the temple of 
Venus. You cannot ſee, that all her pretences to 
ſuſpect me of infidelity are merely a counter-plot to 
cover her own looſe deſigns: it is but a gauze co- 
vering, though; it is ſeen through, and only ſerves to 


ſhew her guilt the more. 


ROBERT. 
Upon my word, Sir John, I cannot ſee 
: Sir 


— 


1] 


tht 


| Sir Jon. | 
4 WW No, Robert; I know you can't. Her ſuſpicions 
; W of me all make againſt her; they arc female ſtrata- 
d cms, and yet it is but too true that Ne ſtill is near 
nr my heart. Oh! Robert, Robert, when J have 
er watched her at a play, or We ; when I have 
's W counted her oglings, and her whiſpcrinos, her ſtolen 


glances, and her artful leer, with the cunning of her 
ſex, ſhe has pretended to be as watchful of me: diſ- 
ſembling, falſe, deceitful woman! 


RopzRT. 
And yet, I dare aſſure you 


If 
oy Sir Jorn. 
be No more; I am not to be deceived: I know her 
he FW thoroughly, and now,—now—has not ihe cicaped 
- W out of my houſe, cyen now? 
RoprRT. 
But with no bad deſign. 
ro- 
gl am the beſt judge of that: which way did fe 
but 00 
0 
7 So”? 
Ol 
> (0 RoBERrwT. 
to 
bh Acroſs the Park, Sir; that way, towaids the 
 Horſe-guards, 
5 to 


Sir Joux. 
Tovards the Horſe-guards! th a UT GEE 
! | . . "Be. 
there, the thing is evident: you may go in, Robert. 
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RoBeRT. 
Indeed, Sir, — 


Sir Johx. 
Go in, I ſay; go in. 


Rog kERT. 


There is no perſuading him to his own good. 
| [ Exit, 


Sir Joux alone 


Gone towards the Horſe- guards! my head aches; {Mi * 
' my forchead burns; I am cuttting my horns. Gone 
towards the Horle-guards I'll purſue her thither; 
if I find her, the time, the place, all will inform 

againſt her. Sir John! Sir John; you were a mad. u 

man to marry ſuch a woman. Exit. Wb 

0 


Enter BEVERLEY and BELLMONT, at oppoſite ſides, 


BrvenRLEY. 


Ha! my dear Bellmont ? A fellow ſufferer in love 
is a companion well met. 


Þ 

li BELLMONT, be 
1 Beverley! I rejoice to ſee you. 

BEVERLEY. | 

Well! I ſuppoſe the ſame cauſe has brought uri 

both into the park: both come to ſigh our amorous N 


vows in the friendly gloom of yonder walk. Belinda 
| keeps a perpetual war of love and grief, and hope 
4 and icar in my heart: and let me ſee—(/ays bis hand l 
| | ; 603 
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ty hellnonts vreaſt how fares all here? 1 fancy my 
| (ter is a little buſy with you. 


BELLMoOox r. 
U 


| Buſy! ſhe makes a perfect riot there. Not one 
E wink the whole night. Oh! Clariſſa, her form ſo 
animated! her eyes ſo 


BEVERLEV. 


/ Prithee ! truce; I have not leifure to attend to 
0 | F , . . 
her praiſe : a ſiſter's praiſe too! the greateſt merit I 
erer could ſee in Clariſſa is, that ſhe loves you freely 
and ſincerely, 


BELLMONT. 


And to be even with you, Sir, your Belinda! 
upon my ſoul, notwithitanding all your laviſh praiſes, 
her higheſt perfection, ia my mind, is her ſenſibility 
io the merit of my friend. 


| BEVvrRLIV. 
Oh! Bellmont ! ſuch a girl! 
Scarce can I to heay'n excuſe 
The devotion which I uſe 
Unio that adored dame ! 
But tell me honeſtly now, do you think ſhe has ever 
betrayed the leaſt regard for me? 


ove 


BELLMONT. 
How can you, who have ſuch convincing proofs, 


ol 
*. ow can you aſk ſuch a queſtion? That uncaſineſs of 
| yours, that inquietude of mind 

inda 

1 

2 BEeveRLEy. 

„ Prithee don't fix that character upon me, 


'0L, Ill, O BLI. 
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PELLMONT, 

It is your character, my dear Beverley: „ 
ſtead of enjoying the object before you, you are exc; 
looking back to ſomething pait, or conjecturin 
about ſomething to come, and are your own {elf tor⸗ 


mentor. 


BEVERLEVY. 


No, no, no; don't be ſo ſevere: I hate the very 
notion of ſuch a temper : the thing is, when a mag 
loves tenderly as I do, ſollicitude and anxiety arr ra. 
tural ; and when Belinda's father oppoſes my warme 
wiſhes 


| > wor 


BELMONT. 


Why yes, the good Mr. Blandford is willing to 
give her in marriage to me. 7 


BEVIERLEY. 


The ſenſeleſs old dotard ! 


BrLLMuONr. 


Thank you for the compliment! and my father, 
the wiſe Sir William Bellmont | | 


BEveRLEY. 
Is a tyrannical, poſitive, headſtrong—— 


BELLMONT. 


There again I thank you. But in ſhort the old 
couple, Belinda's father and mine, have borh agrecd 
upon the match. They infiſt upon compliance from 
their children; ſo that according to their wiſe heads, 


I am to be married off-hand to Beiinda, and you ard 
your 
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; rour ſiſter, poor Clariſſa, are to be left to ſhift for 
| yourſelves. 


_ BeveRLEyY. 
Racks and torment ! 


BELLMONT. 


Racks and torment !—Seas of milk and ſhips of 

zmber, man We are failing to our wiſhed for har- 

Your, in ſpite of their machinations. I have ſettled 
121 WF che whole affair with Clariſſa. 


en BEVERLEY. 


Have you ? 


BELLMONT. 


| | have, and to-morrow morning makes me poſ- 
{flor of her charms, 


BEeveRLEyY. 
My dear boy give us your hand: and then, thou 
dear rogue, and then Belinda's mine! Lali toll ll. 


her 
ner, BELLMoNr. 


Well may you be in raptures, Sir; for here, here, 
here they both come. 


Enter BERLIN DA, and CLARISSA. 


old BeveRLEy, 
reed Grace was in all her ſteps; heav'n in her eye; 
rom ln every geſture dignity and love. 
ads 
G a, 
and O 2 BELIN DA. 


EE 1 „% a 542-4 
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Ber.1nDA; 


A poetical reception truly But can't your paſ. 
ſion inſpire you to a compoſition of your own, Mr, 
Beverley ? 


BEVERLEV. 


It inſpires me with ſentiments, Madam, which! 
can't find words to expreſs. Suckling, Waller, 
Landſdown, and all our dealers in love-verſes, give 
but a faint image of a heart touched like mine. 


BERLIN DA. 


Poor gentleman! what a terrible taking you ar: 
in! But if the ſonneteers cannot give an image of 
you, Sir, have you had recourle to a painter, as you 
promiſed me ? 


BEVERLEV. 


I have, Belinda, and here, 
portrait of your adorer. 


here is the humble 


BELINDA. (takes the picture) 


Well! there is a likeneſs ; but after all, there 1s 1 
better painter than this gentleman, whoever he be. 


BEVERLEv. 


A better! now ſhe is diſcontented. (a 
W here, Madam, can a better be found ? If money 
can purchaſe hun—— 


BELINDA. 


Oh ! Sir, when he draws for money he never ſuc- 
cecds. But when pure inclination prompts him, 


then 


e Of 
YOu 


ſuc- 
him, 
then 


your buſineſs already. 
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| then his.colouring is warm indeed. He gives a por- 
| trait that endears the original.— 


BeveRLEY. 
Such an artiſt is worth the Indies! 


BELINDA. 


You need not go ſo far to ſeek him : he has done 
your b The limner I mean is a cer- 
tain little blind god, called Love, and he has 


| ſtamped ſuch an impreſſion of you here 


BeveRLEy. 
MaJam, your moſt obedient : and I can tell you, 


| that the very ſame gentleman has been at work for 
you too. 


BELLMONT. 
(who had been talking apart with Clariſſa) 


Oh! he has had a world of buſineſs upon his 
hands, for we two have been agrecing what havock 


ne has made with us. 


CLARISSA. 


Ves, but we are but in a kind of fool's paradiſe 
here: all our ſchemes are but mere caſtle-building, 
which your father, Mr. Bellmont, and my dear Be- 
linda. yours too are moſt obſtinately determined to 


deſtroy. 


BELLTIONT. 
Why, as you ſay, they are determined that I ſhall 


have the honour of Belinda's hand in the country- 


ance of matrimony. 


BE- 


O 3 
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BELINDA. 


Without conſidering that I may like anothe; 
partner better, 


BEVERLEY. 


And without conſidering that I, forlorn as I ay, 
and my ſiſter, there—who is as well inclined to: 
matrimonial game of romps as any girl in Chriſten. 
dom, mult both of us fit down, and bind our bro; 
with willow, in ſpite of our ſtrongeſt inclinations u 
mingle in the groupe. | 


BELLMONFT. 


. But we have planned our own happineſs, and with 
k a little reſolution we ſhall be ſucceſsful in the end! 


= warrant you. Clariſſa, let us take a turn this war, 
4 and leave that love- ſick pair to themſelves : they ar: 
( only fit company for each other, and we may fing 
1 wherewithal to entertain ourſelves, 
x CLARISSA, 
g Let us try: turn this way, 


| BELINDA, 
Are you going to leave us, Clariſſa ? 


CLARISSA. 


Only juſt ſauntering into this ſide-walk : v* 
ſhan't lole one another, 


I BeLINDA. 
i | You are ſuch a tender couple! you are not tit 
4 
N 
** 


7 
Lite 
1 


V. 
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ſee of ſaying pretty ſoft things to each other. 
Well! well! take your own way. 


ie CLARISSA. 
And if I gueſs right, you are glad to be left to- 
gether. | 
"i BeLiNDA, 
o 
en- ; Who TI? 
Ow 
5 CLARISSA. 
Yes, you; the coy Belinda! 
BELINx DA. 
wirt Not I truly: let us walk together. 
nd! 
War, CLARISSA. 
are 
* No, no, by no means: you ſhall be indulged. 
bly 


Adicu: e ſhall be within call. 
[ Exeuiit Bellmont and Clariſſa. 


BEVERLEY. 


My ſiſter is generouſly 1 in love with Bellmont : I 
vim Belinda would act as openly towards me. (ide) 


BELINDA. 


Well, Sir !—-T houghtful ! PI] call Mr. 1 
back, if that is the caſe. 


BEVERLEV. 


She will call him back. (Ade 


| BELIiNDA. 
Am I to entertain you, or you me? 
O 4 | Br- 


* 
1 


4 
x 
| 
5 


——— . — Ä] §—§ö«—5O— 
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BEVERLEY. 
Madam! 


BELINDA. 


Madam !—ha ! ha! why you look as if you were 
frightened : are you afraid of being left alone with 
me ? 


BEVERLE. 


Oh! Belinda, you know that is the happineſs of 
my life but 


BELINDA. 
But what, Sir? 


BeveRLEy. 
Have I done any thing to offend you? 


BELINDA. 
To offend me? 


BEVERLE. 


I ſhould have been of the party laſt night; I own 
J ſhould ; it was a ſufficient inducement to me that 
you was to be there; it was my fault, and you l le 
are piqued at it. 


BELINDA, 


1 piqued ! 


BEVERLEv. 


I ſee you are; and the company perceived it iy 
night, 


. np — 
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night. 1 have heard it all: in mere reſentment you 
directed all your diſcourſe to Mr. Bellmont. 


BrLIxDA. 
If I did it was merely accidental. 


t: BEVERLEY. 


No, it was deliberately done: forgive my raſh 
folly in reſuſing the invitation: I meant no man- 
ner of harm. 


BLIND A. 
Who imagines you did, Sir — 


BeveRLEy. 
| T beg your pardon, Belinda: you take offence too 
lighty. 
BERLIN DA. 


Ha! ha! what have you taken into your head 
now? This uneaſineſs is of your own making: I 
have taken nothing ill, Sir. 


oun BEVERLEY. 
that You could not but take it ill; but by all that's 
ee FO amiable about you, I meant not to incur your diſ- 


pleaſure : forgive that abrupt anſwer I ſent : I ſhould 
have made a handſomer apology. _ 


BeLinDa. 
Apology !—you was engaged, was not you ? 


t laſt BEVERLEV. 


ght. WW I aid ſo; J own it, and beg your hene, 
E- 


25 [OY 


_ 


J — 


47 
* {4 


8 3 
* 
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BI IN DA. 
Beg my pardon! for what? Ha! ha! 


BEVERLEV. 
] only meant 


BT LINDA. 


Ha! ha! can you think I fee any thing in you; 
meſſage to be offended at, Sir? 


BrvrRLEVv. 


I was wrong: I beg your pardon. Where you were 
concerned, I own ſhould have expreſſed myſelf with 
more delicacy, than thoſe haſty words, I am engaged, 
and can't wait upon you to-night. I ſhould have 
told you that my heart was with you, though necel- 


ſity dragged me another way : this omiſſion you re- | 


ſented, I could learn, ſince, what ſpirits you were in 
the whole evening, though I enjoyed nothing in your 
abſence. I could hear the fallies of your "wit, the 
ſprightlineſs of your converſation, and on whom your 
eyes were fixed the whole night, 


BcLinNDa, 


They were fixed upon Mr. Bellmont, you think! 


BEVERLEY, 


Ay! and fixed with delight upon him, nego- 


ciating the buſineſs of love before the whole com- 
pany. 


BELIx DA. 


Upon my word, Sir, waoever is your author, you 
| ale 


» 0 Ao vw. 


"ur 


2 70 
80 
OiN- 


you 
are 
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are miſknformed. You alarm me with theſe fancies, 
and you know I have often told you that you are 


of too refining a temper: you create for yourſelf 


imaginary miſunderſtandings, and then are ever en- 
tering into explanations. But this watching for in- 
telligence, from the ſpies and miſrepreſenters of con- 
verſation, betrays ſtrong ſymptoms of jealouſy. I 
would not be married to a jealous man for the world. 


BEVERLEx. 
Now ſhe's ſeeking occaſion to break off. (de) 


Jealouſy, Ma'am, can never get admiſſion into my 


breaſt. 1 am of too generous a temper: a certain 


delicacy I own I have; I value the opinion of my 
friends, and when there are circumſtances of a doubt- 
ful aſpect, I am glad to fer things in their true light. 
And if I do fo with others, ſurely with you, on whom 
my happineſs depends, to defire a favourable inter- 
pretation of my words and actions cannot be im- 


proper, 


BeLIiNDa. 


But theſe little humours may grow up, and gather 
into the fixed diſeaſe of jealouſy at laſt. ( Lady Reft- 
leſs croſies the ſtage, and rings a bell at the door) And 
there now, there goes a lady who is a victim to her 
own fretful imagination. 


BrveRLEy. 


Who is the lady pray? 


BELINDa. 


My Lady Reſtleſs, Walk this way, and I will 
give you her whole character. I am not acquainted 
with her Ladyſhip, but I have heard much of her. 
This way, [| Exeunt Belinda and Beverley. 


Lady 
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Lady ResTLtess. (ringing at the door) 


What do theſe ſervants mean? There is ſome. 
thing going forward here. I will be let in, or I wil 
know the reaſon why. (rings again) But in the 
mean time, Sir John can let any body he pleaſes our 
at the ſtreet door: Il run up the ſteps here, and 
obſerve. [ Exit, 


TaTTLE opens the door, MARMALET follows her, 


TArrLE. 


Who rung this bell? —I don't ſee any body; and 
yet I am ſure the bell rung. Well, Mrs. Marmalet 
you will be going, I ſee. 


 MaRMALET. 


Yes, Mrs. Tattle; I am obliged to leave you. T! 
ſtep acroſs the Park, and I ſhall ſoon reach Groſvenor 
Square. When ſhall I ſee you at our houſe ? 


TATTLE. 


Heaven knows when I ſhall be able to get out : my 
Lady leads us all ſuch lives! I wiſh I had ſuch an- 


other place as you have of it. 


MaRMALET. 
J have nothing to complain of. 


TATTLE. 


No, that you have not: when ſhall T get ſuch g 
gown as that you have on by my Lady ? She will 
never fling off ſuch a thing, and give it to a poot 
ſervant? Worry, worry, worry herſelf, and every 
body elſe too. 


Re- 


cl 


fin 


here 


(1 
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Re-enter Lady RESTLESS. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


No; there 1s nobody ſtirring that way. What do 
| Tſe? A huſſy coming out of my houte ! 


MaARMALET. 
Well, I muſt begone, Mrs. Tattle : fare you well. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


She is dizened out too ! why did not you open the 
door, Tattle, when I rung ? 


TATTLE. 
came as ſoon as poſlible, Madam. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


Who have you with you here? What is your bu- 
lineſs, miſtreſs? (te Marmalet) 


Mar MALET. 


My buſineſs, Madam ! 


Lady ResTLEss. 


In confuſion too! The caſe is plain, You come 
here after Sir John, I ſuppoſe. | 


MaRMALET. 
a {come after Sir John, Madam! 


Lady REsTLEss. 
ery | Guilt in her face! yes, after Sir John: and, 
Tattle, 
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Tattle, you are in the plot againſt me; you were fa. 
vouring her eſcape, were you? 


TATTLE. 


T favour her eſcape, Madam! What occaſion for 
that? This is Mrs. Marmalet, Madam, an ac. 
quaintance of mine, Madam, as good a kind of body 
as any at all. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


Oh ! very fine, miſtreſs ! you bring your creature; 
after the vile man, do you? 


MaRMALET. 
I aſſure you, Madam, I am a very honelt gil, 


Lady REsTLEss. 
Oh! I dare ſay ſo. Where did you get that 
gown ? 


MARMALET. 


La! Ma'am! I came by it honeſtly, my Lady 
Conqueſt gave it to me. I live with my Lady Con- 
queſt, Madam. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


What a complexion ſhe has! How long have 
you lived in London ? 


MARMALET. 
Three years, Madam, 


Lady ResTLESS. 
In London three years with that complexion ! it 
cant 


—— — e i 


ot 
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can't be: perhaps ſhe is painted: all theſe creatures 
paint. You are all ſo many painted dolls, (rubs 
r face with a white handxerchief) No, it does not 
come off, So, Mrs. Tattle, you bring your freth 
country girls here to my houle, do you: > 


Tarrrr. 
Upon my credit, Ma am 


Lady RESsTUxss. 
Don't tell me: I fee through this affair. Go yon 


about your buſineſs, miſtreſs, and let me never ſce 


zou about my doors again: go, go your ways, 


Mak MALETr. 


Lord, Ma'am, I ſhan't trouble your houſe. Mrs. 
Tattle, a good day. Here's a deal to-do, indecd! L 
have as good a houſe as her's to go to, whatever the 


may think of herſelf. [ Exit. 


Lady ResTLEss, 


There, there, there; ſee there; ſhe goes off in a 
nuff! the way with them all. Ay! I ſce how it is, 
Fattle : you falſe, ungrateful—that gown was never 
given her by a woman, ſhe had that from Sir John, 
Where is Sir John? 


TATTLE: 
Sir John an't at home, Ma'am. 


Lady RrsTLEss. 


Where is he? Where is he gone? When did he 
go out? 


* 
LArrer. 


a - 
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TaTTLE. 
I really don't know, Ma'am. 


Lady REsrurss. 


Tattle, I know you fib now. But VII ſift this tg 
the bottom. I'll write to my Lady Conqueft to 
know the truth about that girl that was here but 
now. | 


TATTLE. 
You will find I told you truth, Madam, 


Lavy ResTLEss. 
Very well, Mrs. Pert. I'll go and write this mo- 
ment. Send Robert, to give me an account of his 


maſter. Sir John, Sir John, you will diſtract me. 
| Exit, 


Re-cater BrlIix DA and BEVERLEY, 


BELINx DA. 
Ay! but that quickneſs, that extreme ſenſibi— 
lity is what I am afraid of. I poſitively would not 
have a jealous huſband for the world. 


BEVIRLEV. 


By heaven! no earthly circumſtance ſhall ever 
make me think injuriouſly of you. Jealouly !—ha! 
ha lit is the moſt ridiculous paſſion ! ha! ha! 


BELINV DA. 
You may laugh, Sir; but I know your over-re- 


fining temper too well, and I abſolutely will have it 
in 
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n our marriage- articles, that I muſt not be plagued 
| ith your ſuſpicions, 


BEVERLEY. 


| ſubſcribe, Ma'am. 


BELIiNDA. 


Iwill have no enquiries where I am going to viſit; 
no following me from place to place: and if we 
ſhould chance to meet, and you ſnould perceive a 
man of wit, or a pretty fellow, {peaking to ine, I will 
not have you fidgetting about on your chair, knit- 
ung your brow, and looking at your watch“ My 
« dear, is it not time to go home ?—my love, the 
« coach is waiting :”—and then, if you are pre- 
vailed upon to ſtay, I will not have you converſe 
wich 4 Yes, Sir,” and a. No, Sir,” for the reſt 
of the evening, and then wrangle with me in tte car- 
rage all the way home, and not be commonly civil 
to me for the reſt of the night. I poſitively will 
have none of this. | 


[Fg BEeveRLEY. 
not Agreed, Ma'am, agreed 


BELINDA. 


And you ſhan't tell me you are going our of 
own, and then ſteal privately to the play, or to Ra- 
clagh, merely to be a ſpy upon me. I politively 
il admit no curioſity about my letters. If you 
ere to open a letter of mine, I ſhould never forgive 
bu, I do verily believe, if you were to open 
re- letters I ſhould hate you. 

ve ll 
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BEVERLEV. 


I ſubſcribe to every thing you can aſk. You 1! 
have what female friends you pleaſe; loſe yo; 
money to whom you pleaſe ; dance with what bez 
you pleaſe ; ; ride out with whom you pleaſe; v0 t 
what china-ſhop you pleaſe ; and, in ſhort, do wha 
you pleaſe, without my attempting to bribe yy; 
footman, or your maid for ſecret intelligence. 


BELINDA. 


Oh! Lud! Oh! Lud! that is in the very ſtr; 
of jealouſy. Deliver me! there is my father . 
and Sir William Bellmont with him. Fly this i; 
ſtant, fly, Mr. Beverley, down that walk; any wher: 


BEVERLEY. 


You promiſe then 


BELIN DA. 


Don't talk to me now: what would you bea. 
T am yours, and only yours; unalterably ſo. Fly 
begone, leave me this moment. 


BEVERLEY, 
I obey; I am gone. [ Exit, 


BeLinDa. 


Now are they putting their wiſe heads together ! 
thwart all my ſchemes "of happineſs : but love, in 
perious love, will have it otherwiſe. 


Be 


at! 
bo 
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, 
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Euter Mr. BLAN DPTORD and Sir WILLIAM BELLMONT, 


Mr. BLaxnDroRnD. 


Sir William, ſince we have agreed upon every 
thing 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Why yes, Mr. Blandford, I think every thing is 
ſettled, 


Mr. BraxproRD. 


Why then we have only to acquaint the youns 
people with our intentions, and ſo conclude the al- 
fair without delay. 


Sir WILLIAX. 


That is all, Sir. 


Mr. BTLANDPORD. 


As to my girl, I don't mind her nonſenſe about 


| Reverley : ſhe muſt do as I will have her. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


And my ſon too, he muſt follow my directions. 
At to his telling me of his love for Clariſſa, it is all a 
joke with me. Children muſt do as their parents 
will have them. 


Mr. BLANDTOR D. 


Ay! fo they muſt; and ſo they ſhall. Hey! 
here is my daughter. So Belinda! Well, my 
girl, Sir William and I have agreed, and you are to 
prepare for marriage, that's all. 


E 2 Be- 
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BrLINx PDA. 
With Mr, Beverley, Sir? 


BLANDFORD. 
Mr. Beverley ! 


BeLinDa. 
You know you encouraged him yourſelf, Sir. 


BranproRD. 
Well, well! IT have changed my mind on thr FF } 
head: my friend, Sir William, here offers you his 
ſon. Do as I adviſe you: have a care, Belinda, how „ 


you diſobey my commands. n 
0 

BELIN DA. ED 

But, Si le 

4 

BLANDFORD. al 


But, Madam, I muſt and will be obeyed. You 
don't like him, you fay : but I like him, and that's 


ſufficient for you. 


ov. 
Sir WII LIAUu. ſig 
And ſo it is, Mr. Blandford. If my ſon pretended | '© 
to have a will of his own, I ſhould let him know ty 3 
the contrary. an 
BrLINx DA. 

And can you, Sir William, againſt our inclination 

force us both ? ; 


Br ax: 


* 
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BLANDFORD. 


Hold your tongue, Belinda; don't provoke me. 
What makes you from home ? Go your ways back 
directly, and ſettle your mind. I tell you once for 
2/1 1 will have my own way. Come, Sir William, we 
will ſtep to the lawyer's chambers. Go home, Be- 
linda, and be obſervant of my commands. Come, Sir 
William. What did you ſay? (79 Belinds) You muti— 
ny, do you? Don't provoke me. You know, Belinda, 1 
am vn odd fort of a man when provok d. Look ye 
here: mind what I ſay; I won't reaſon with vou 
about the matter; my power is ablolute, and if yo 
offer to rebel, you ſhall have no huſband at all with 
my conſent, T'll cut you off with a thilling; I'Il fee 
you ſtarve; beg an aims; live miferable; die 


| wretched ; in ſhort, ſuffer any calamity without the 


leaft compaſſion from me. If I find vou an unduiiy-1 
girl, I catt you off for ever. So there's ne word tor 
All. | Exit : Sir Vilham jutlows him. 


BzLixvDaA. 


What will become of mc ? his inhumanity 
overcomes me quite—1 can never gcunſent: tlie very 
ſight of this picture is enough to terbid it. ON! 5 
verley, you are maſter of my hart. Togo Us 1. unt 


e ee eee 11 can een move. Lam ready 0 


faint, 


Enten Sir Johx. 


Sir Jon. 
No tidings of her far or nar. 
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BrriixnDa. 
How I tremble II ſhall fall—no help? 


Sir Joux. 


What do I ſee !—a young lady in diſtreſs! 


BELINDA. 


Oh! (faints in his arms, and drops the picture.) 


Sir Joux. 


She is fallen into a fit. Would my ſervants were 


in the way. 


Lady ResTLtss. (at her window.) 


Lady RrsTLEss. 


Where can this barbarous man be gone to? low! 
—under my very window! 


Sir JoHN. 


How cold ſhe is quite cold - (A his had to hoy 


eek) 


Lady REsSTLESs, 
How familiar he is with her! 


Sir Jonx. 
And yet ſhe looks beautiful ſtill. 


Lauy RESTLESS, 


Does ſhe io ? 


BY 


ho 


£3 
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Sir Joan. 
Her eyes open how lovely they look! 


Lady RESTLESS, 
Traitor ! 


Sir Joan. 


Her cheek begins to colour. Well, young lady, 
low fare you now, my dear? 


Lady REsTLEss. 
My dear too! 


BrriindDa. 
Heavens! where am I ?— 


Sir Jokx. 


Repoſe yourſelf awhile, or will you ſtep into my 
houle ? 


Lady ResT1.zss. 
No, truly, ſhan't ſhe. Vile man! but I wiil fro] 


| your fport. I will come down to you direGiy, and 


faſh confuſicn in your face, [ Exit from above. 


| Sir Jour. 
Where do you live, Madam ? 


| BrLINxDA. 


In Queen's-ſquare, Sir, by the ſide of che Park. 


8 Sit... 


» wen a Gn £Y Bs cs wo_ 
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Sir Jokx. 


Iwill wait upon you: truſt yourſelf with me. Yo, 
look much better now. Lean on my arm. There, 
there, I will conduct you. LExeunt. 


Enter Lady REsrrxss. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


Now I'll make one among ye. How ! fled ! gone! 
which way? Is nct that he, yonder ?—Nou—he 
vent into my houſe, 1 dare iay, as I caine down 
ſtairs. Tattle, Tattle, Robert. Will no body an- 
ſwer? 


Enter TATTLE. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Where 15 Sir John ? 


TaTTLE. 
La! Ma'am, how ſhould I know ? 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Did not he go in this moment? 


T ATTLE. 
No, Ma'am. 


Lady RrsrLzss. 


To be ſure you will ſay ſo. I'II follow him throug! 
the world, or I'll find him out. So, ſfo,—what 1: 
here ?—This is her picture, I ſuppoſe. 1 will mak: 
ſure of this at leaſt: this will diſcover her to me, 

: tho 
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tho! ſhe has eſcaped now. Cruel, falſe, deceitful 
man! LExit. 


TATTLE. 


Poor lady! I believe her head is turned, for my 
art, Well! I am determined I'll look out for ano- 
| ther place, that's a ſure thing I will. 


Sd of the FIRST ACT. 


ant | A C T 


7 
f 
7 
» 


ALL IN THE WRONG. 


53 
I 
+ 


/ 5 4703 I 
Srene Sir Tonn's Theſe. 


F.;itcr Sir Jonx and ROBERT, 


Sir Joux. 


1 where 1s your lady ? 


RokrrRrT, 7] 


— — 


In her oven room, Sir. 


Sir Jonx. 


Any body with her? 
RoBrrRT., 
I can't ſay, Sir: my lady 1s not well, 


Sir Joux. I 
Not well! fatigue d with rioting about this Ou 
1 luppole. low long has ſhe been at home ? 


RoBErRT. 
About an hour, Sir. 


Sir Joux. 


About an hour!—very well, Robert, you may te. 
tire. (Exit Revert) Now w 111 quettion her cloi ** 
No- ſo - ſo - ſhe comes, leaning on her maid: tne WM. 
diſſembled! tincly diembled! But this N I 


* 5 4 
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illness ſhall not ſhelter her from mv {tri enquiry. 
Soft moment! If I could overhear what paſtes be - 
tweer em, It might lead to the truth. I'll woik by 
ſtratagem. The hypocnite ! how ſhe acts her part! 


. Ao 


Entei Lady R. SEB aid 1 ATTLE; 


How are you now, Miada n? 


LAY RESTLESS. 
Som ewhat be: Er, Tattle. Reach thor 1 
Tattle, tell nie honeſtiy, does that ori Hh 
Laar Conquett ? 


- 
CEILE 
» &. & BY 
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She does, Madam, upon ny verac: tr, 


Very well! vou viil be odttinate, Ln Fbüt 


all know the truth preſently. E IHHall have m an- 
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A 3 
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this to Sir John as a proof that ſhe had no affection for 
any one but himſelf. What art he muſt have had 1 
induce her to this !—I have found him out at latt. 


Sir Joan. (peeping in) 


Sir Jokx. 


What does ſhe ſay ? 


Lady ResTLtss. 


I have ſeen enough to convince me what kind ot 
man he is. The fate of us poor women is hard: we 
all with tor huſbands, and they are the torment of our 
lives. 


TartTLE. 
There is too much truth in what you ſay, Ma'an 


Sir Jon. 
You join her, do you, Mrs. Iniquity ? 


Lady RrsTLEss. 


What a pity it is, Tattle, that poor women ſhould 
be under ſeverer reſtraints than the men are ! 


Sir Joann. 
You repine for want oi freedom, do you? 


Lady REesTLEss. 


Cruel laws of wedlock ! The tyrant-huſband may 
triumph in his infidelity. He may ſecurely tramplc 
upon all laws of decency and order: it redounds toh:s 
credit; gives him a ſaſhi tonable air of vice, while 4 
poor woman is obliged to ſubmit to his cruelty. S 

e remalm 
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remains tied to him for life, even though ſhe has rea- 
ſon to entertain a mortal hatred for him. 


Sir Jonx. 
Oh! very well argued, Madam! 


Lady RESTL Ess. 
What a pity it is, Tattle, that we cannot change 


our huſbands, as we do our car-rings or our gloves! 


Sir Joux, 
There is a woman of ſpirit ! 


Lady ResTrLxss. 


Tattle! will you own the truth to me about that 
girl? 


TaTTLE. 
really have told you the truth, Madam, 


Lady RESTLESS. 


You won't diſcover, I ſee: very well! you may 
20 down ſtairs. 


TaTTLE. 


[ aſſure your Ladyſhip 


Lady Rrsrrss. 
Go down ſtairs. 


| 'TATTLE:; 
Yes, Ma'am. 


Lady 
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Lady RrsTLEss. 
Would I had never ſeen my huſband's face ! 


Sir Jon. 


I am even with you: I have as good wiſhes for you, 
J aflure you. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
This picture here—Oh the baſe man! 


Sir Joux. 


The picture of her gallant, I ſuppoſe, 


Lady RESTLESss. 


This is really a handſome picture: what a charr:- 
ing countenance | it is perfumed I fancy: the ſen: 
is agreeable, 


Sir Jon. 
The jade, how eagerly ſhe kiſſes it! 


Lady REesTLEss. 


Why had I not ſuch a dear, dear man, inſtead o 
the brute, the monſter— 


Sir Joux. 

Monſter !—She does not mince the matter: pla 
downright I'ngliſh ! I muſt contain my rage, an: 
ſteal upon her mevitations—So—ſo—t—[ Enters 1 
tiptce. | | 


Lady ResTLEss. 
There is no falſhood in this look. 
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Sir Jon (looking over her ſhoulder.) 


Oh! what a handſome dog ſhe has choſen for her- | | 
ſelf ! | 


Lady ResTr.tss. 
With you, I could be for ever happy ! 


Sir Johx. 
You could, could you? (Snatches the picture.) 


Lady ResTLtss; (creams out.) 
Mercy on me !—Qh! is it you, Sir? 


Sir Jonx. 
Now, Madam, now falſe one, have I caught you? 


Lady ResTLtss. 
You are come home at laſt, I find, Sir, 


Sir Jonx. 


My Lady Reſtleſs, my Lady Reſtleſs, what can 
you ſay for yourtelf now ? 


Lady RxsrLEss. 
What can I ſay for mylelf, Sir John ? 


Sir Jonx. 
Ay! Madam! this picture 


Lady RxsTIrss. 


Tes, Sir, that.-pictur-! 


Sir 


— — — —́——EV—̃ 
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Sir Joux. 


Will be evidence 


Lady RricTlEss. 
Of your ſhame, Sir John. 


Sir Jokx. 


Of my ſhame !—tis very true what ſhe ſays: yes, 
Madam, it will be an evidence of my ſhame ; I fee] 
that but too ſenſibly. But on your part 


Lady REesTErLss. { 

You own it then, do you 

Sir Joan. 

Own it! I muſt own it, Madam; though confuſion ft 
cover me, I muſt own it: it is what you have deler- | © 
ved at my hands, 

Lady RESTL Ess. 

I deſerve it, Sir John! find excuſes if you wil. 
Cruel, cruel man! to make me this return at laſt. 

I cannot bear it. Oh! oh! (cis) Such black 
injuſtice ! [EU 
Sir Joux. 


You may weep; but your tears are loſt: they 
fall without effect. I now renounce you for ever. $2 
This picture will juſtify me to the wide world; it wi 


ſhew what a baſe woman you have been, 
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What does the man mean? 
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Sir Joux. 


The picture of your gallant, Madam! the darling 
of your amorous hours, who gratities your luxurious 
appetites abroad, and 


Lady REesTLtss, 


Scurrilous wretch! Oh! Sir, you are at your old 
ſtratagem I find: recrimination, you think, will 
ſerve your turn. | 


Sir Jon. 
It is a pity, you know, Madam, that a woman 


ſhould be tied to a man for life, even though ſhe has 
a mortal hatred for him. 


Lady REesTLzss. 
Artful hypocrite ! 


Sir Jon. 
That ſhe can't change her huſband as ſhe does her 


ear-rings or her gloves. 


Lady ResT1.:5s. 


Sir John, this is your old device: this won't avail 
you. 


Sir Jonx. 
Had the original of this fallen to your lot, you 
* kiſs the picture for ever. You can gloat upon 
„ Madam, glue your very lips to it. 
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Lady ResTLEss. 
Shallow artifice ! 


Sir Jon. 
With him you could be for ever happy. 


Lady ResTLEss, 
This is all in vain, Sir John. 


Sir Joux. 


Had ſuch a dear, dear man fallen to your lot, i. 
ſtead of the brute, the monſter Am I a monſter 
I am, and you have made me ſo. The world ſha 
know your infamy. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


Oh! brave it out, Sins brave it out to the laſt. 
harmleſs, innocent man! you have nothing to bh t 
for, nothing to be aſhamed of : you have no intl. 
gues, no private amours abroad. I have not fern 
any thing, not I. 


Sir Joux. 


Madam, I have ſeen, and I now ſee your par d 
mour. d 


oy 
— — — — — — 
— * 


Lady ResTLEss. 


That air of confidence will be of great uſe to you, 
Sir. You have no convenient to meet you une! 
my very window, to loll ſoftly in your arms! 


h Sir Jon. 
Hey ! how ! | 
9 ” LAG 


Pare: 


\ YOU, 
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Lady RestLrss. 


Her arm thrown carcleſsly round your neck! Your 
hand tenderly applied to her cheek. 


Sir Joan, 
'Sdeath ! that's unlucky—ſhe will turn it againſt 


me, (ide) 


Lady ResTLEss. 


You are in confuſion, are you, Sir? But why 
mould you? You meant no harm“ You me ſaje 
« with me, my dear—will you ltep into n houſe, 
my love ?”—Yes, Sir, you would fain bring her 
into my very houle. 


Sir John. 


My Lady Reſtleſs, this evaſion is mean and paul- 
try, You beheld a young lady in diſtrets, 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I know it, and you, tender-hearted man, could 
careſs her out of mere compaſſion: you could a 
wantonly out of charity ; from pure benevolence of 


diſpoſition you could convey her to ſome convenient 


dwelling. Oh! Sir John, Sir John! 


Sir Jon. 


Madam, this well acted paition 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Don't imagine ſhe has elcaped me, Sir. 
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Sir Jonx: 
You may talk and rave, Ma'am ; but depend upon 
it, I ſhall ſpare no pains to do myſelf juſtice on thi; 
Occaſion. Nor will I reſt till 


Lady ResTLrss. 


Oh! fie upon you, Sir John: theſe artiſices—— 


Sir Joun, 

Nor will I reſt, Madam, until I have found, b. 
means of this inſtrument here in my hand, who your 
darling is. I will go about it ſtreight. Ungratefu, 
treacherous woman ! [ Exit, 


k Lady ResTLtss. 


Yes, go, under that pretext, in purſuit 
vour licentious pleaſures. This ever has been ht 
ſcheme to cloak his wicked practices: abandoned 
man! to face me down too, after what my eyes {0 
plainly beheid ! I wiſh I could wring that ſecret on: 
of Tattle. I'll ſtep to my own room directly, and 
try by menaces, by wheedling, by fair mcans, by 
foul means, by every means, to wreſt it from her. 

[ Exit, 


Wwe 


Scene the Park. 
lier Sir Jonx and Ronrxr. 


Sir Joux. 
Come hither, Robert. Lock at this picture. 
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ROBERT. 
Yes, Sir. 


Sir Joh. 


Let me watch his countenance. Well! well! 
doit thou know 1t, Robert? 


| RoprarT. 
'Tis a mighty handſome picture, Sir. 


Sir Jokx. 


A handſome picture l (aide) 


RoBERT. 


The fineſt lady in the land need not defire a hand- 
ſomer man, Sir. 


Sir Jokx. 


How well he knows the purpoſes of it — Well! 
well! honeſt Robert, tell me: well—who is it 
tell me. 


ROBERT. 
Sir! 


Sir Joux. 


You know whoſe picture it is: I know you do. 
Well! well! who—who—who is it? 


| RoßERT. 
Upon my word, Sir, it is more than ] can tell. 


Q 3 Sir 


houſe? 
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Sir Jonx. 


Not know! I am convinced you do. So own the 
truth: don't be a villian ; don't. 


Rortr.T. 
As I am an honcit man, Sir—— 


Sir Jokx. 

Be an honeſt man then, and tell me. Did vo. 
never fee ſuch a ſmooth faced, fiery eyed, wary. 
complexioned, taper young fellow here about my 
00 


R 
RorzRrT. 


Never, Sir. 


Sir Jonx. 

Not with my wife !—to drink chocolate of a morn- 
ing, tea of an evening? Come, honeſt Robert, II he 
give you a leaſe of a good farm. What ſay you? 4 
leaſe for your liſe—well! well you may take your 
wiſc's life into the bargain, Well! 


RoBERT. 
Believe me, Sir John, I never ſaw—— 


Sir Jon. 
I'li add your child's life. Come ſpeak out- 
own life, your witc's lite, and your child's! now 
now! a leaſe for three lives! Nov, Robert: 


Iv: 


lie 


YO! 
M- 
my 


orn. 
L 
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RoprrrT. 


As I hope for mercy I uever ſaw any ſuch a gen- 
teman. 


Sir JohN. 
Robert, Robert, you are bribed by my wife. 


RoBERTr. 
No, as I am a ſinner, Sir. 


Sir Jokx. 


And the worſt of ſinners you will be, if you area 
confederate in this plot againſt my peace and honour, 
Reflect on that, Robert. 


Enter a Fooruax. 


FooTMAN. 


Pray does not Sir John Reſtleſs live ſomewhere 
hereabout 2? 


Sir Joan. 
He does, friend ; what is your buſineſs with him? 


FooTMaAY. 


My buſineſs is with his lady. 


Sir JoHN. 


gueſſed as much. (afice) 


FooTMAN. 


| have a letter here for my Lady Reſtleſs, Sir. 


Q 4 Sir 


— 


— — 


— IR — — — _ » _ 
: : g * ” * 
„ 1 4 . — 


4 & 1 = _ > > by —_ £ 


——— — _ 


_ 3 1 _ . 4 
P 6 


ES 


= 
* 


pond 


-_ 
— 


S 


5 . 
*® — 
-,, "was 


248 ALL IN THE WRONG, 


Sir Johx. 
A letter for my Lady !—from whom, pray? 


Toor MAN. 


From my Lord Conqueſt. 


Sir Johx. 


My Lord Conqueſt ! very well, friend : vou ma; 
give the letter to me. I am Sir John Reſtleſs ; thi: 
there is my houſe. Let me have the letter: I wil 
take care of it. 


FooTMaAY. 


I was ordered to deliver it into my Lady's own 
hand, 


Sir Joux. 


The devil you was: I muſt have the letter. II 
buy it of the raſcal. (aſide) Here take this for you 


trouble, friend, (gives him money) And I'll take 


care of the letter. 


FooTMAN. 
I humbly thank your Honour. [Ex 


Sir Joux. 
Now, now, now; let me ſee what this is. Nov 
my Lady Reltleſs; now falſe one, now. (rceas) 


« Madam, 


« My Lady Conqueſt being gone into the count 
« for a {ew days, I have judged it proper to fend 4 
« ſpeedy anſwer to yours, and to aſſure you, for youu 
« peace of mind, that you need not entertain ts 
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« lealt fuſpicion of Marmalet, my Lady's woman. 
« She has lived ſome years in my family, and I 
« know her by experience to be an honeſt, truſty girl, 
« jacapable of making miſchief between your Lady- 
« ſhip and Sir John. 
« 1 have the honour to be, 
Madam, your very humble ſervant, 
CoxqQuesmT.” 


So! fo! ſfo!—Marmalet is a truſty girl! one that 
will not make miſchief between man and wiſe ! that 
is to lay, ſhe will diſcover nothing againſt my Lady 
Reſtleſs ! ary her peace of mind he lets Madam know 
all this too! the may go on bolity now; my Lady 
Conqueſt is gone into the country, Marmalet is 
ruſty, and my Lord has given her the moſt ipcedy 
notice. Very well! very well! proots thicken upon 
provis. Shall I go directih and challenge his L ord- 
ip No- no that won't do. Watch him clote- 
'v, that will do better. If I could have a word in 
ig? with the maid—Robert, Robert, come hi- 
ter, Step to my Lord Congquett's—but with cau— 
tion proceed—enquire there for Marmulet, the maid, 


RoBERT, 
know her, Sir, 


Sir JOHN, 


He knows her! (de) 


ROBERT. 
She viſits our Tattle, Sir. 


Sir Joux. 


Viſits our Tattle !—it is a plain caſe. (gſde) 
Laquire for chat Sul: but with Caution ; tell her to 


meet 
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meet me privately; unknown to any body; in the 
duſk of the evening ; in the Bird-Cage walk, yonder, 


ROBERT. 
I will, Sir. 


Sir JohN. 


And don't let Tattle ſee her. Tattle has engaged 
her in her miltreſs's intereſt. I fee how it is. Don't 
let any of my ſervants ſee her: go directly, Robert. 
Now ſhall I judge what regard you have for me. But, 
hark ye: Come hither! a word with you. Should 
it be known that this girl converſes with me ; ſhould 
my Lady have the leaſt item of it, they will be upon 
their guard. Let her come wrapped up in darkneſs: 
_ concealed from every oblerver, with a maſk on. Ay, 
let it be with a maſk, 


Ron ERT. 


A maſk, Sir John? Won't that make her be re- | 
marked the more ? 


Sir Jon. 


No, no, let her come maſked ; I will make cvery 
thing ſure, Robert, bring this about for me, and | I d: 
am your friend tor ever. ca 


| ROBERT. 
I will do my endeavour, Sir. [ Exit. 


Sir Joux. 


ll now take a turn round the Park, and try if! . 
can find the minion this picture belongs to. [Ei. * 


Enter W. 


0 


re- 


ler 


4e M © 


Enter BEvERLEY and BELLMONT. 


BrveRLEv. 


Yes, they had almoſt ſurprized us: but at ſight 
of her father, Belinda gave the word, and away I 


darted down towards the canal, 


BELLMONT. 
Was Sir William with him? 


BEeveRLEyY. 
Yes; they had been plotting our ruin. But we 


| ſhall out- officer them, it is to be hoped. 


BzLLMONT. 
Yes, and it is alſo to be feared that we ſhall not. 


BEVERLEV. 
g | f 8 1 
Hey! you alarm me: no new mine ſprung !! 


BELLMONT. 


Nothing but the old ſtory. Our wiſe fathers are 
determined. At the turning of yonder corner they 
came both full tilt upon Clariſſa and me. 


BEVERLEV. 


Well, and how! what paſſed? 


BzLLMONT. 


Why they were ſcarcely civil to your ſiſter. Sir 
William fixed his ſurly eye upon me for ſome time: 
at laſt he began: you will run counter to ray 
wal, I fee: you will be ever dangling after 
that girl: but Mr. Blandford and I have agrecd 
pon the match: and then he peremptorily com- 

manded 
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manded me to take my leave of Clariſſa, and fix my 
heart upon your Belinda. 


BzveRLEY. 
And did you ſo? 


BriLMoONT. 


And did you ſo? How can you aſk ſuch a queſ- 
tion? Sir, ſays I, I muſt ſee the lady home, and of 
I marched, arm in arm, with her, my father bawlins 
after me, and I bowing to him, © Sir, your humble 
ce fervant, I with you a good morning, Sir.” He 
continued calling out : I kiſſed my hand to him; 
and ſo we made our eſcape. 


BEvxRLEx. 
And where have you left Clariſſa? 


BELLMONT. 
At home; at your houſe, 


BeveRLEy. 


Well! and do you both continue in the ſame 
mind ; 1s to-morrow to be your wedding-day ? 


B:rLLMONT. 


Now are you conjuring up a thouſand horrid fan- 
cies to torment yourſelf, But don't be alarmed, my 
dear Beverley. I ſhall leave you your Belinda, and 
content myſelf with the honour of being your 
brother-in-law. 


BeveRLEy. 
Sir, the honour will be to me But une aſy !—ha 
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ha no no 
ever be ſo again. 


I am not uneaſy, nor ſhall I 


BriLLMoNT. 


Keep that reſolution, if you can. Do you dine 
with us at the club ? 


BrveRLEy. 
With all my heart : I'll attend you, 


BriLMoNT. 


That's right; let us turn towards the Mall, and 
ſaunter there till dinner. 


BEVTRNLTY. 


No, I can't go that way yet. T muſt enquire how 
Belinda does, and what her father faid to her. 1 


have not ſeen her ſince we parted in the inoraiug. 


BrLLMONT. 


And now, according to cuſtom, you will make her 
an apology for leaving her, when there was an abſo- 


lute neceſſity for it, and you'll fall to an explanation 


of circumſtances that require no explanation ar all, 
and refine upon things, and torment yourlel? and 
her into the bargain. 


BEveERLEY. 


Nay, if you begin with your raillery, I am off: 
your ſervant ; a honneur. Lit. 


| BrLLMonT. (alc?) 
Poor Beverley !—Tho' a handfome fellow, and of 
agrecable talents, he has ſuch a ſtrange difidence in 
5 
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himſelf, and ſuch a ſolicitude to pleaſe, that he; 
every moment of his life moſt ingeniouſly elaborating 
his own uneaſineſs, 


Enter Sir JonN. 


Sir Jon. 


Not yet, not yet; nobody like it as yet. Ha! 
who is that hovering about my houle ? If that 
ſhould be he now! I'll examine him nearer 


Pray, Sir what the devil ſhall I ſay? Pray, 
Sir 
BELLMONr. 
Sir! 
Sir Jon. 


beg pardon for troubling you, Sir; but pray 
what o'clock is it by your watch ? 


BELLMONT. 


By my watch, Sir !-—T'Il let you know in a wo— 
ment. 


Sir Joux. 


Let me examine him now 
then at the pitture) 


(looks at him, ai 


BELLMONT. 


Fgad, I am afraid my watch is not right: it mutt 
be later. (looking at his watch) 


Sir Joux. 
It is not like him—(comparing the picture) 
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BeLLMONT. 
It does not go, I am afraid. (puts ii to his ear) 


Sir Jokx. 
no ! 


The eye 


BrILMuONr. 
Why, Sir, by my watch it wants a quarter of three. 


Sir Joux. 
It is not he: and yet---no---no---no---I am ſtill 
to ſcek. 


Enter BEVERLEV. 


BEVERLEY. 
Bellmont! Another word with you. 


Sir Jon, 
no- Here comes another; they are all ſwarming about 
my houle. 
BEveRL Ev. 


lm have ſeen her; 1 have ſeen Belinda, my boy: ſhe 
will be with Clariſſa in the Park immediately alter 
dinner, you rogue. 


Sir JokN. 


mut 
[ want to ſee his face; this may be the original. 


BriverLEY. 
Her father has bcen rating her in his uſual man- 


ner; 
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ner; but your marriage with my ſiſter will ſert!; 
every thing. 


Sir Joux. 
ll walk round him. (ings) Loll toll loll.. 
(/ooks at bim) - ha! it has his air. (ſings) Lollt| 


loll,---and it has his eye! Loll toll loll 
(walks to and fn 


: * 


BEVIRLTV. 


Prithee, Bellmont, don't be ſuch a dangling love; 


but conſummate at once, for the fake of your fricnc, e 


Sir Joux. 
It has his noſe for all the world. 
dr 
BrLLMONI᷑. 


Do you ſpirit your ſiſter up to keep her reſolution 
and to- morrow puts you out of all pain. 


Sir Jokx. 


Loll toll loll-—it has his complexion ; the ſam: 
glowing, hot, amorous complex1on. 


(/ings and looks une 


BrveRLEY. 
Who 1s this gentleman ? 


BrlL MONT. EA 
An odd fellow he ſecms to be. ſiry 


Sir Joux. 


Loll toll toll---it has his ſhoulders. Loll toll!“ 
—Ay, and! fancy the mole upon the cheek too. N. 
with ]could view him nearer : loll toll loll ! 


FH. 


01 : 
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BEVTrRLIv. 
He ſeems mad, I think. Where are his kcepers? 


Sir Joux. 


Begging your pardon, Sir---Pray (looking at Him 
| cd the pifture)---Pray, Sir, can you tell whether 
| ve ſhall have a Spaniſh war? 


BrvreRLEv. 


Not I truly, Sir. (7% Bellmont) Here is a politi- 
clan out of his ſenſes. 


BELLMONT. 


He has been talking to me too: he is too well 
dreſſed for a poet. 


BEeveRLEv. 
Not, if he has had a good ſubſe ription. 


Sir Joux. 
He has the mole ſure enough. (aſide) 


2/1 BEeveRLEy. 


Let us ſtep this way, to ayoid this impertinent 
blockhead. 


Sir Joux. 
he wants to meak off. Guilt! guilt! con- 
ions ant ! FH make fure of him. Pray, ir — 
deg your pardon- Is not your name Willair 7 
11. BEVERLEV. 


0. No, Sir, Beverley at your ſervice. 


Sir Joux. 


Have you no relation of that name ? 
ol. III. R To 
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BrvraLlty. 
None. 


Sir Joux. 


You are very like a gentleman of that name. 
friend of mine, whoſe picture J have here Will you 


give me cave juſt tao 
(cen pares him cpi the picture) 


BrveRLEY. 
An odd adventure this, Bellmont. 


BELLMONT. 
Very odd, indeed. 


BEVERLEY. 
Do you find any I:keneſs, Sir? 


Your heaa a little more that way, if you plez# 
Ay! ay! ic is he. Ves, a plain caſe; this is ny 
man, or ratner,---this is my wite's man. 


Did you ever know any thing ſo whimfical? 


BI. LVoOo VT. 


1 
Never ha! hal ha! N 
"Ss 
Gaz 
Jou 
They are beth lau gl. 85 at nie. Ay! Her 1. 
en ole WV, F QINTEec 


* 
4*'P 
4% 


A 6:00-0:80: 259 


BREVIRLEV. 


What do I ſee? 'Sdeath, the ſetting of that pic- 
ture is like what Igave to Belinda. Diſtraction ! 
if it is the fame —— (drawrng near him) 


Sir Jonx. 


He makes his approach, and means, I ſuppoſe, to 
ſnatch it out of my hand. But I'll prevent him, and 
ſo into my pocket it goes. There, lie ſafe there. 


BeveRLEv. 


Confuſion ! he puts it up in a hurry, Will you 
be ſo good, Sir, as to favour me with a--- 


Sir JonN. 


Sir, I wiſh you a good day. 


BEVERLEV. 
With a ſight of that picture for a moment? 


Sir Jonx. 
Po !---a mere daub. 


The picture, Sir 


BzvrrLEy, 
A motive of curioſity, Sir-- - 


Sir For. 


It is not worth your iceing. I wiſh vou a g. 
1 * — 
Cd. 


| BEvERLEvY, 
| hall take it as a favour. 
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Sir Joux. 


A paltry thing. I have not a moment to ſpare; 
my family is waiting dinner. Sir, I with you a good 
morning. (runs into his bouſe) 


BEVvERLEY. 
Death and fire! Bellmont, my picture! 


BRELLMONT. 
Oh! no no ſuch thing. 


BEVrRLEV. 
But I am ſure of it. If Belinda 


BELLMONT. 
What relapſing into ſuſpicion again! 


BEVERLEv. 


Sir, I have reaſon to ſuſpect. She flights me, 
diſdains me, treats me with contempt. 


BEeLLMONT. 


But I tell you, that unhappy temper of youre 
Prithee, man, leave teazing yourſelf, and let us c- 
Journ to dinner, 


BEveERLEY. 
No, Sir; I ſhan't dine at all. I am not well. 


BELLMONT. 


Ridiculous ! how can you be ſo abſurd ? I'Il bet: 
you twenty pounds that 1s not your picture, 
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| BEVERLETZ. 
Done; I take it. 


BELLMo vr. 


With all my heart; and Þ']! tell you more; if it 
be your's, I will give you leave to be as jcalous of 
her as you pleaſe, Come, now let us adjourn. 


Won 


I attend you. In the evening we ſhall know the 
truth. If it be that I gave Belinda, ſhe is falſe, and 
| am miſerable. [ Exenit. 


Sir Joann. (peeping after them) 

There he goes; there he goes! the deſtroyer of 
| my peace and happineſs —I'II follow kim, and make 
| {ure that he has given me the right name ; and then, 

my Lady Reſtleſs, the mine 1s Aprung, and I have 
me, Cone with your for ever. 


Liu of li SECOND ACT. 


ACT 
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Sir Joux. 


A paltry thing. I have not a moment to ſpare; 
my family is waiting dinner. Sir, I with you a good 
morning. (runs into his bouſe) 


BEveRLEY. 
Death and fire! Bellmont, my picture! 


BELLMOVNT. 
Oh! no- no ſuch thing. 


BEVrRLEV. 


But I am ſure of it. If Belinda -- 


BELLMONT. 
What relapſing into ſuſpicion again! 


BEVIRLE. 


Sir, I have reaſon to ſuſpect. She lights me, 
diſdains me, treats me with contempt. 


BELLMONT. 


But I tell you, that unhappy temper of your 
Prithee, man, leave teazing yourleif, and let us ad. 
journ to dinner. 


BEveRLEY. 
No, Sir; I ſhan't dine at all. I am not well. 


BELLMONT. 


Ridiculous ! how can you be ſo abſurd ? I'Il be: 
you twenty pounds that is not your picture. 
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BEVERLEZ. 
Done; I take it. 


BELLMOVr. 


With all my heart; and III tell you more; if it 
be your's, I will give you leave to be as jcalous of 
hcr as you pleaſe, Come, now let 1 us adjourn. 


BEVTRLEVY. 


T attend you. In the evening we ſhall know he 
truth. If it be that I gave Belinda, ſhe is falſe, and 
| am miſerable, | Exen:t. 


Sir Joann. ( peeping after them) 

There he goes; there he goes! the deſtroyer of 
my peace and happineſs !—TIl follow him, and make 
ſure that he has given me the right name ; and then, 

my Lady Reſtleſs, the mine is Aprung, and I have 
me, done with your for ever, 


Ena of the SECOND ACT. 
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ACT the THIR Þ. 


The former Scene continues. 


Enter BELINDA and CLARISSA. 


BEeLIiNDA. 


Br have you really fixed every thing, Clariſſi; 


CLARISSA, 


Poſitively, and to-morrow morning makes me 
his. 


BrLIx DA. 
To-morrow morning! 


CLARISSA. 


Yes, ro-morrow morning I releaſe Mr. Bellmon 
from his fetters, and reſign my perſon to him. 


BELINDA. 

Why, that is what we poor women, aſter all the 
victories of our charms, all the triumphs of cu 
beauty, and all the murders of our eyes, nnuſt come 

to at laſt. 


CLARISSA., 

Well, and in that we but imitate the met! 
Don't we read of them conquering whole kingdom 
and then ſubmitting at lait to be governed by tie 
anquiſned. . 
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DELINDA. 


Very true, Clariſſa; and I don't know but you are 
a heroine equal in fame to any of them; nay fupe- 
rior: for your ſcheme, I take it, is not to unpeople 
the world. 


CLARISSA. 
Prithee, don't talk ſo wildly. To tell you the 
truth, now that I have ſettled the aſſair, I begin to be 
alarmed at what I have done, 


* "24 


BELINTDA. 
Oh! dear, dear affectation! 


CLARISSA. 


Actually now, poſitively, I am terrified to deat! 


Wo — 


BELINDA. 


To be {ure:—our ſex muſt Play its tricks, and ſum- 

mon up all its fantailic train or doubts and (cars. 

nt but courage, my dear, don't be frichtened, for the 
ame ſex within that heart of yours will urge you on, 


and never let you be at reſt, till you kave procured 


zourſelf a tyrant for life. 


the 

_ CLARISSA. 

me Atyrant, Belinda! I think more generouſy of Vir. 
B. Belmont, than to imagine he will uſarp to himiclc 
em ill uſe of his power. 

zh. BELINDA. 

Lo dcal candidiv I am of your opinion, But tell 

tue me nom, am not J a very g god girl, to reſign ſuch a 
a, Nat to yoOU : : | 

Be- 
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CLARISSA. 
Why, indeed, I mutt confeſs the obligation, 


BELIN DA. 


but to rehgn him for one whoſe temper doe: 
not es that I Hall live under fo mild a govern— 
1705 w 46 | 


CLARISSA, 
iow do you mean? 


BrriixnDa. 


Why, Mr. Beverley's ſtrange caprices, ſuſpicions, 
and unaccountable whimſies, are enough to alarm 
one upon the brink of matrimony. 


CLanRnissA. 


ell, I vow I can't help thinking, Belinda, thet 
vou are a little ſubject to vain ſurmiſes and ſuſpiclon 


yourſclf. 


W] 
Brr1xDa. 


Nou, ' your are an infincere girl. You know I un 
of a temper too generous, too open 


CLARISSA. 


grant all that, but by this conſtant repetition 0! 
the lame d loubts, I ſhould not wonder to ice YOu 111 
hea: tity jealous of him in the end. 


BerINDA. 
Jealous - Oh heavens !—jcalous indeed! 


Ca. 
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CLARISSA. 


Well, I ſay no more. As to my brother, here he 
comes, and let him ſpeak for hiniclt. 


Enter BEVERLEY ond BrLLMONT, 


Brir.monrT, 


Well argued, Sir: you will have it vour own way, 
and I give up 1 point. Ladies your moſt obe- 
dient. I hope we have not tranſgreſſed our time. 


BERLIN DA. 


0 


„Not in the leaſt; you are both very exact. True 
mas the dial to the ſun. 


Bevrnr. ty. (ing feeviſ manner.) 
Although it be not ſhone upon. 
of 
5 Berixps. 
Although it be not ſhone upon. Mr. Beverley! 
why with that dejected air, pray Sir? 
mn BriLMmoNtT. 
There again now! you two are going to com- 
nence wrangling lovers once more. = propos, Be- 


; "Bea Beverley, you ſhall ebe to good, 
Mam as to let me ſee this gentleman's picture, 


19.34% 


BririxpDa. 


Nis picture! what can you want it ſor ? Tou all 
have it. (ſcorching her pocket.) 


BEL 1.” 
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BerrmoNnT. 


Now, Beverley, do you confeſs how wrong «7»; 
have been ? 


BEvERLEV. 


Why, I begin to ſee my miſtake. Say rat? 
word to her; the'Il never for give me, if you diſco- 
ver my infirmity. (apart) 


BELIN DA. 
It is not in that pocket: it muſt be here. (ſcarchs) 


BrL.LMONT. 


You have been ſad company on account of thi 
ſtrange ſuſpicion. 


BEVERLEY. 
IJ own it; let it drop; ſay no more. (afede) 


Well! I proteſt and vor aches can it be? Come, 


gentlemen, this is ſome tricx of yours: you have it 


among ye. Mr. Bellmont, Mr. Be verley, pray :e. 
turn it to me. 


BTYVI VI. EV. 
No, Ma'am, it is no trick of ours. Caugrih 


BELINDA:. 
As I kve and Breathe 1 have not got it. 
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BEVERLEV. 
What think you now, Bellmont? 


BELLMONT. 


She'll find it preſently, man; don't ſhew your hu- 
mours : be upon your guard; you'll undo yourſelf 
elſe. Clariſſa, ſhall you and I ſaunter down this 


walk ? 


CLARISSA. 
My brother ſeems out of humour: what is the mat- 


| ter now? 


BrLLMONr. 
11] tell you preſently : let us ſtep this way. 


w * * * 1 * 
[Exit with Ciariſn. 


BRELIN DA. 


Well, I declare, I don't know what is come of this 
odious picture. 


BEVERLEY. 
This odious picture! how ſhe expreſſes it! 


 Berixpa. 
You may look grave, Sir, but I have it not. 


BEVERLEY. 
I know you have not, Ma'am; and though you 


Brriinda. 
Imagine ! what do you mean ?—Imagine what ? 
Bevup- 


268 ALL IN THE WRONG. 


BrLrveEeRLEY. 
Don't imagine that I am to be led blindſold as yy 
pleaſe. 
BrLiNDA. 


Heavens! with what gravity that was ſaid ! 


BEeveRLEY. 
Jam not to be deceived ; I can ſee all round me, 


BrrinDa, 
You can ? 
BEVERLEY. 
I can, Madam. 
BELINDA. 


Well, and how do you like your proſpect? 


BEvERLEY. 

Oh! you may think ro pals it off in raillery : but 
that picture I have this day ſeen in the hands of an- 
other; in the hands of the very gentleman to when 
you gave it. 


BrLinDaA. 


To whom I gave it ?—have a care, Sir; this is an- 
other ſymptom of your jealous temper, 


BeveRLEyY. 
But I tell you, Madam, I ſaw it in his hand, 


If 


it 
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BrLINDA. 
Who is the gentleman ?—What's his name? 


BEVERLEY. 


His name, Madam!—'fdeath ! I for-ot that cir- 
cumſtance. Though I don't know his name, Ma- 
dam, I know his perſon, and that is ſufſicicnt. 


BELINDA. 


Go on, Sir: you are making yourſelf very ridicu- 
lous in this matter.— Ha! ha! 


BEVERLEVY. 


You may laugh, Madam, but it is no laughing 
matter, that let me aſſure you. 


B LINDA. 


Oh! brave follow your own notions. I gave it 
way: I have ſcorned your preſent. Ha! ha poor 
Mr. Beverley! 


but BEVTRLEV. 
an- don't doubt you, Ma' am: I believe you did give 
on it away. 
BELIx DA. 
Mighty well, Sir, think fo if you pleaſe. I fill 
an. leave you to your own imagination: it will find v. 1cre= 
withal to entertain you. Ha! ha! the RY DIY 
F wenting Beverley! vonder I ſee C rar ff and Rer. 
Pellmont. I Will; join them this inſtant. Your icr- 
rant, Sir. Amuſe yourſelf with your own fincic.— 
hd ! ha! Exit. 
f 2 
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(BrverLey. (alone) 


Plague and diſtraction II can't tell what to make 
of this. She carries it off with an air of confidence, 
And yet if that be my picture, which I ſaw this morn- 
ing, then it is plain I am only laught at by her, The 
dupe of her caprice!—I cannot bear it. 


Enter BELINDA, CLARISSA, and BELLMOUR. 


BELINDA. 


Obſerve him now. Let us walk by him without 
taking any notice. Let us talk of any thing 
rather than be ſilent. What a charming evening! 


CLARISSA, 


And how gay the Park looks mind the gentle. 
man! 


BILIN DA. 


Take no notice; I beg you wont. Suppoſe we 
were to ſhew ourſelves in the Mall, Clariſſa, and walk 
our charms there, as the French expreſs it? 


BrlLLMOUR. 


Ha! ha !—Beverlcy !—what fixed in contem:- 


tion! 


BrvrRlLTv. 
Sir, I beg I chuſe to be alone, Sir. 


BrLLMOUR, BELIN DA, and CLARISS.1. 


Hal hal ha! 
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| BEVERLEY. 
Pſhaw ! impertinent. (aſide) 


BrriinDa. 


Oh! for heaven's ſake, let us indulge the gentle- 
wan. Let us leave him him to himſelf, and his ill- 
zumours. This way, this way. You mall go home 
and have your tea with me. Mr. Beverley, (he 
lies ber hand to him at ſome diſtance, and laughs at 
jim) your lervant, Sir; I with you a good evening. 


WA honncur. | Excunt. 


15 BEvERLEY. (alone) 

Diſtraction ! you may retire. Your ſervant, Ma- 
dam. Racks and torment! this is too much. If 
| ſhe has parted with the picture; if ſhe has given it 
„a but ſhe may only have lent it, or the may have 

oft it. But even that, even that is an injury to me. 

Why ſhould ſhe not be more careful of it? I will 

know the bottom of it. That's the houſe the gen- 

we tleman went into. III wait on him directly: but 

alk Wl they are watching me. III walk another way, to 

elude their obſervation. Ay! ay! you may laugh 
Ma'am, but I mall find out all your artifices. 

[| Exit. 


Eulen Lady RESTLESS, meeting RohkRr. 


Lady RrsrL Ess. 
Where are you going ir? 
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RoBERT. 


To my maſter's room, Madam, to leave the 
cloaths there. 


Lady RESsTLEss. 


Stay, Sir; ſtay a moment. (/earches the Pockets) 
Where are his letters? 


RoprrT. 


Letters, my Lady! I know of no letters: 1 never 
touch his pockets. c 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I guciled you would ſay fo. You are Sir John“ 
agent; the conductor of his ſchemes. 


Ro ERT. 


I, Madam! 


Lady ResTLEss. 
You, Sir, you are his ſecretary for love-affairs. 


RoBERT. 
I colle& his rents, my Lady, and 


Lady ResTLEss. 


Oh! Sir, I am not to be deceived. I know you 
are my enemy. 


RorrrrT. 


Enemy, my Lady! I am ſure, as far as a poor {r- 
vant dare, I am a friend to both. 


; La” Vo. 
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Lady REesTLEss. 


Then tell me honeſtly, have not you conveycd his 
letters out of my way? 


RoBERT. 
Indeed, Madam, not I. 


Lady RESTLESS. 
Then he has done it himſelf. Artful man! I 
never can find a line after him. Wire did you go 
for him this morning ? 


* 
* 


RorzRr. 
br This morning ! 


Lady RrsTLrss. 


Ay! this morning. I know he lent you ſoine- 
where ? Where was it? 


RozrrmT. 
Upon my word, my Lady 


Lady ResT1.:ss. 


Very well, Sir: I ſee how it is. You are all bent 
againſt me. I ſhall never be at reſt till every ſervant 
in this houſe is of my own chuling. Is Tattle come 

on ome yet? 
RoBrrT. 


No, Madam. 


Lady Rrs71.rss. 


5 Where can ſhe be gadding ? | Tark !—] hear a 
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rap at the door. This is Sir John, I ſuppoſe. Sta, 
let me liſten. I don't know that voice. Why cn? 
it be? Some of his libertine company, I ſuppoſ:, MW 


RoBERT. 
My Lady, if you will believe me—— 


Lady ResTLEss. 0 

Hold your tongue, man: let me hear. You 
to hinder me, do you? | 
$i 

RoBERT. $i 


Indeed, Madam | 


Lady ResTLrss. 

Hold your tongue, I ſay! won't you hold yor 
tongue? Go about your buſineſs, Sir, go about your 
buſineſs. What does he ſay? (//Peniug) 1 car! 
hear a word. Who is below there? 


Enter TATTLE, with @ Capuchin on, 


Lady ResTLEss. 
So, Mrs. Tattle, who 1s that at the door ? 


uc 
| TATTLE., 
A gentleman, Madam, ſpeaking to William. 

| [ 
Lady ResTLEss. Wa: 

And where have you been, miſtreſs? How du 
you go out without my leave? F 

—.— c 

TAaTTLE. ey 
and 


Dear my Lady, don't be angry with me. I wi! 
(cl. 


jo. 
YOU 
= an 0 


232 
— 
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tel. 


A Ned . 75 


terrified about what happened in the morning; and 
your Ladyſhip was in ſuch a perilous taking about 
it, that I went to deſire Mrs, Marmalet would juſtify 


| herſelf and me. 


Lady ResTLrss. 


Oh! very well, Mrs. Buſy-Body. You have been 
there, have you © J You have been to frame a ſtory 
among yourſelves, have you, and to hinder me from 


diſcovering ? But I'll go to my Lady Conquelt 


| myſelf. I have had no anſwer to my letter, and 'tis 
you have occalioned it. Thanks to your meddling ! 


TATTLE. 
Dear my Lady, if you will but give me leave: I 


| have been doing you the greateſt piece of ſervice. I 


believe, in my conſcience, there is ſomething in 


what you ſuſpect about Sir John. 


Lady RESTL Ess. 
Do you ? why ? how? 


TArrLE. 


J have ſeen Mrs. Marmalet, and I have made 
ſuch a diſcovery | 


Lady ResTLrss. 


Have you, Tattle ? Well! What; ſpeak, tell me z 
what is it? 


TATTLE; 


Robert has been there, Mad: am, with a mellage 
om Sir John, who wants to ſce her in the evening 


and he has deſired 
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Lady RrsTLtss. | 
Bleſüings on you, Tattle: well; go on; tell ge 


T3 
All. 


Euler a SERVANT. | 
* 

Lady RrsTLEss. I! 
0 


What do vou want, Sir? Who called you? 65 
about your bulineſs. 


| SERVANT. | 
Madam, there is a gentleman wants to ſpeak v.18" 


Sir John about a picture. 0 
he 

2 

Lady RrsrLss. \ 

0 


T had forgot me. It was he rapped at the doc 
ſuppole. | 


SERVANT. 


Yes, Madam ! 


Lady RESTLESS. 

About a picture !---t his may lead to ſome {urth 
diſcovery. Defire the gentleman to ſtep un e 
( Exit Servant }---and lo, Tattle, Robert has be 
there ? 


'TATTLE, 


es, Ma'am. 


Lady REsTLEsSs. 


And Sir John wants to ſneak with Marmalet int. y 
5 — | 
evening, and has defired---Oh! the bate mil Marg 


Wits 


e 
orgy 
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hat has he deſired? Now he is diſcovered. What 
has he deſired? 


'TATTLE; 
He has defired, Ma'am,—the poor girl docs not 


know what to make of ir—She is verv tober and dif- 


creet, I aflure you, Ma'am—he has defred, Ma'um, 
in the duſk of the evening, that Mrs, Niarmalet will 


come ano 


Lady Rrs riss. 

How unlucky this is? The gentleman is com— 
ing. I have a mind not to fer him: and yet IJ will 
tod. Tattie, do you ſtep to my room; as ſoon as 
he goes, I will come to you, and hear all in private. 

xit Tattle) In the duſk of the evening he delires 
0 ice her: abandoned wretch! 


2 
= 
7 
* 


Enter BEVIRLEv. 


BRVYERLTVY. 


(bows) 


Lady RrsTrrss. 
Pray walk in, Sir, (curtfes ) 


M ad ain 4 


BEVERLEv. 
I wanted a word with Sir John Reſtleſs, Madam. 


Lady RES TL ass. 
About a picture? 


Pryp! r 1 
Tes, Madam, a picture I had given to a lady; 
nd however in zgnfcant in itlelf, f it is to me of the 
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higheſt conſequence, as it may conduce to the ex. 


h 


Janation of an affair, in which the happinets of my . 
. . | | 
Fiſe is concerned. 
Lady Rxs rss. 
The lady is young? q 
BEveRLEY, 
She is. 
Lady RESTLESS. 
And handſome ? 
BEvTRLEV. 

In the higheſt degree; my heart is devoted 
her; aid 1 have reaſon to ſuſpect, that a prt ſent ro 
me is not of ſo much value as I cou'd wifh, obe 
plain, Ma'am, I imagine ſhe has given the pidun 
away. 

Lady Rrsrxss. 
As I gueſſed: my ſuſpicions are juſt, wi 
m 
Brvrx LEV. 

Your ſuſpicions, Madam! Did you ſuſpect it was 

given to Sir John Reitlcis ? 
| ; in 
Lady RreTLEsS. 

What I know of the matter ſhall be no ſecret t9 
you. Pray, Sir, have you ſpoke to the lady on ts. 
ſabject ? | 

BrevezrLey. 
I have, but ſhe knows nothing of the matter; 2 hi 


has 


* 
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„as loft it, ſhe has miſlaid it, ſhe can give no account 
ob it. 
Lady RrsTLtss. 


| Che has given it to Sir John, Sir, to ſhew him 
| how little ſhe regards it. 


BEVERLEY. 
Given it to him ? 


Lady RxsrLEss. 
Given it to him, Sir. 


BrveRLEyY. 
tt Then I have no further doubt. 


* Lady Rrsrrxss. 
ure Of what? 


BEVERLEY. 


Madam, I would not hurt your peace of mind; I 
would not give you an impreſtion of Sir John, that 


may affect his character. 


W2% Lady ResTLEss. 


Oh! Sir, ſtand upon no ceremony with him; an 
injurious, falſe, licentious man! 


et 0 BEevEeRLEY. 
tas ls that his character? 


Lady RrsTLEss. 

Notoriouſiy: he has made me miſerable; falle to 

fe his marriage vows, and warm in the puriuit of his 
has 8 4 Plca- 
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pleaſures abroad I have not deſerved it of him, 
Oh! Sir John! Sir John! (cr:5) 
BEVERLEY. 
She weeps; the caſe is plain, and I am undone, 


Lady RESTLESS. 
Pray, Sir, what is the lady's name? 


BEVERLEY. 
Belinda Elandford. 


Lady RrnsTLEss. 
Belinda Blandford! So far I have diſcovered, 
(Jide) 


BzveRLEY. 
Pray, Madam, have you ever ſeen her? 


Lady RESTLESS. 
Seen her, Sir! yes, I have ſeen too much of her. 
5 Fes, 


BrvERLEY. 


You alarm me, Madam. You have ſeen nothing 
improper, I hope. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I don't know what you call improper. . But, prar, 
what ought one to think of a young lady thrown 14 
miliarly into a gentleman's arms? 


BrvyERLEV. 
In his arms, Madam! Sir John's arms! 


Lady 
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Lady ResT1.iss. 


In Sir John's! in open day; in the Part; under 


my very window ; moſt familiarity, wantonly techn 
ing in his very arms. 


ty 
BEVERLILV. 
Oh! Heavens! 


Lady Resrress. 


He claſping her with equal freedom round the 


walſt! 


BeveRLEY. 


Falſe, falſe Belinda! 


Lady ResT1.r5s. 
Both interchanging fond, mutual glances, 


BrvzRLEY. 
Oh! Madam, the whole is come to light, and J 
thank you for the diſcovery, thou 1 ain it Nute by 
it. But give me leave: is all this certain? 


Lady RtsTLESS. 
There can be no doubt, Sir; theſe eyes beheld 
5 d 
their amorous MEETING. 


BEvVERLEY., 
Saw 1t yourſelf ? 


Lady ResTLFss. 
Te, 211; all; Sir; Sir John I know is capable of 


any thing, and you know what to think of Belinda, 
as you call her, 
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I now know what to think: I have long had rea. 


ſon to ſuſpect. 


Lady RzsTLEss. 


You have, Sir? Then the whole affair is pla; 


enough, 


It is ſo. 


but 


BrvrRLEv. 


I meant an honourable connection with 


Lady ResTLEss. 


But you ſee, Sir! 


Yes, I ſee, Madam 


the picture ? 


Sure, Sir !—it is your own picture. 
my hands but a moment, and he flew with ardr, 
with impetuoſity, like a fury flew to it, and recovere! 
it from me, 
violence ? 


BrverLEy. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


T had it 


you are ſure Sir John lis 


. 
ill 
4+ 


What could be the meaning ot all that 


BEVTRLEV. 


The meaning is too plain. 


And then, Sir, when charged and preſſed home 
with his guilt, moſt hypocritically he pretended 9 
believe 1t the portrait of ſome favourite of 1 
But you know, Sir, how falle that inſinuation is. 


Lady ResTLtss. 
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BEVERLRV. 
Oh! Madam, I can juſtiſy you---Ha! ha! that 
is but a poor evaſion, and confirms me the moi in 
my 7 binion. 1 return you 1 27 tl.anks, Made 4113 

and humbly take iny leave. | 
n FR 

Lady NESTLESS. 
Sir, I am glad you | thougnt it prudent to 
ſpeak to me about this affair. If wn nh a ircum— 
th WF {ances come to your knowledge, I all take it as a 
favour if you will acquaint me with them; tor, in- 
deed, Sir, I am very unhappy, 


Buvenrry, 


I am in gratituce bound to you, and my belt ſer- 
vices you ſhall ever command. Madam, your mot 


obedient. Oh! Belinda! Belinda! [ Exit, 


has 


Lady ResTL.xss. 


New, Sir John, how will you be able to confront 
tin theſe fro born facts? You ere now ſeen through all 
lor, MW vour diſguiſes; detected in your true colours. Lattle 
rel ithin here has freſh probs againſt you, and your 
that man Robert, and the whole houſe, I muſt hear 
Lattle's ſtory this very moment. Exil. 


— 2 o : 
= n 


8 C E. N E, he P A R N. 
Euter Sir Joux. 


Sir Jon, 


Yes, yes, he told me his name honeſty enough. 
Beverley is his name; and my Lady Reſilels, Now 
Your gallant, your paraniour is known, What do ! 

{ce 2 
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ſee? By all my wrongs, the very man again! 
Jain! 
coming cut of my houſè before my face! 


* 


BEVERLEY and ROBERT come out of ive II. 22 


BEVERL TV. 
There, friend, there is ſomething ſor your trouble. 


Rorznr. 


J thank your Honour. 


Sir Jonix. 
He bribes my ſervant too; and the fellow takes it! 
Bot! in heir trade; both in their trade! 


EVERLEV. 


Could 1 have ſuſpected her of ſuch treachery? Ag 
J could with : I take that to be Sir John Reltleſs, 


Sir Joux. 
This is he to whom I have ſo many obligations, 


(ofide) 


BeveRt. ny. 
Well encountered: your ſervant, Sir. 


Sir Joux. 
M y (© * 1 K A * en 4YY*!P 
iy ſervant, Sir rather take it you are m, 


lady's ſervant. 


BzveRLEyY. 
You, if I don't miitake, Sir John, are a pretty ge- 
neral ſervant of the ladies. Pray, Sir, have not you 
a picture of mine in your pocket? | 
dir 


— 
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Sir Johx. 


That, I ſuppoſe, you have heard from my good 
jady within there. 


BEVERLIV. 


Yes, Sir, and I have heard a great deal more from 
my Lady. 


Sir Jon. 
I don't in the leaſt doubt it. 


BEVERLEY. 


Sir, I do not mean to work myſelf up into any 
choler about ſuch a trifling bauble. Since the lady 
has thought proper to give it to you 


Sir Jonv. 
Do her juſtice, pray; ſhe did not Give ir; ſo far 
ſhe was true to you. I took it from her, Sir. 


BEVER LTV. 


Took it from her! That ſhews he is upon eaſy 
terms. (afide) It is of no conſcquence to ok 1 
deſpiſe 1t, and you are welcome to make Hat uſe you 
will of it. This I will only ſay, that you have te 
me miſerable, 


Sir Jonx. 
What, I have interrupted your havpinct, ? 


BEVERLLY. 
You have. 


Sir 
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Sir Jokx. 
And no doubt you think it cruel of me ſo to dy, 


BEVERLTV. 


Call it by what name you will: you have ruine! 
me with the woman I doated on to diſtraction. 


Sir Jokx. 
A candid declaration! And ſo, Sir, you doated 
on her, and never reflected that you were doing me 
the leaſt injury ? 


BEveRLEY. 


Injury ! I promiſe you, Sir, I will never injure 
you again, and ſo you may let your mind at peace, 
I here declare I never will hold farther intercouri 
with her, 


Sir Joan. 

Oh! that is too late for me. I have now done 
with her myfelf. You are very welcome to the lady, 
Sir! you may take her home with you as ſoon as you 
pleaſe. I forſwear her, and ſo I ſhall tell my lady thi 
moment. (going) 


BEVERLEY. 
That will make her Ladyſhip 8 „no doubt. 


Sir Jokx. 
Yes, I dare ſay you know it will. 


BEVERLEY, 
She told me as much, Sir, 


— 
— 
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8 Sir Jonx. 
She did !---why then you may depend I ſhall keep 
| my word, and my Lady may depend upon it too. 
| And that, I ſuppoſe, will make you both happy, Sir. 
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BEVTRLEV. 


My happineſs is paſt recalling : I diſdain all further 
connection with the lady. 


— 


SF 
* — ——IY 
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"WH Ay, you are tired of her? 
BEVERLEV. 


loath her, deteſt her, hate her as much as I ever 
e WF loved her. 


rk Sir JoHN. 
And ſo do I too, I aflure you. And ſo TI ſhall tell 
my Lady this very. inſtant. Your ſervant, Sir. If 
| can find proof ſufficient, you ſhall hear of me, I 
one promiſe you. Hit. 


70 BEVERLEY. 

I fee how it is: ſhe has been connected with him, 
till ſhe has pall'd his very appetite. Sdeath, I'll ſeek 
| her this moment, upbraid her with her falſhood, and 

then by heavens ! I ſhall do it with regret. I feel 
atug at my heart-ſtring : but were I to be torn piece- 
meal, this ſhall be our laſt interview, 


c. 


Enter BELIN DA, CLARISSA, and BELLMONT. 


BELIN DA. 


Alas a-day ! poor foul! ſee where he takes his me- 
lancholy 
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lanclioly walk. Did not I tell you, Clariſſa, that die 
Lricken deer could not quit this place? 


CLARISSA. 


And did not I tell you, Belinda, that you could 
not keep away from the purtuit ? : 


BzLLMONT. 


Pray, Ma'am, do you want to be in at the death, 
or do you mean to bring the poor thing to life aga! in? 


BrrinD Aa. 


I !—what do you mean ?—You bring me thi 
way. 


CLARISSA. 


Well! if that is the caſe, we had as good go home, 
for I want my tea, 


BrLIx DA. U. 
Po! not yet: it is not ſix o'clock. 


BELLMON T and CLARISSA. 
Ha! ha! : Pa 


BrLINDA. 
What do ye laugh at? 


CLARISSA. 


At you, my dear: why, 'tis paſt ſeven. Oh! Li - 
linda, you are the ſtricken deer, I find. | 


BELiIxvDA. 


Who1? Not J truly; l — 


A Eo 23g 


* 


CLARTSSA. 


My dear Belinda, I know you. Come, we will do 
the good natured thing by yeu, and leave you to 


1118 FF; 


11d ourſelves. Succeſs attend you. Come, Mr. Bell- 


mont. LEA CUME 
BzirivDda. 
th, Thyrſis, a youth of the inſpired tre 
in? Fair Sachariſſa lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 


BEVERLEY. 


Lit Po! po! (looking peevijhly at ber.) 


BerLiNDa. 
Won't you know me, Sir ? 
mes 
BTVERLIV. 


Yes, Madam, I know you: it is but too true, that 
[ know you. 


BzL1NDA. 


Still gloomy and diſcontented ! Come, come, under 
pan of my diſpleaſure, brighten up this moment, 


BEVFRL T5 
Silly, idle, ridiculous! 


Brlixpæ. 
Take care of what you are about. When I pro- 
Cain a pardon, you had better c: mbrace it, than re- 
duce yourſelf to the neceſſity of ſighing,  vowing, 
proteſting, writing to me, following me up an 
en, kneeling : at my feet, imploring forgiven- — 


FR Til, 5 1 Bæ- 
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BEVERLEY. 
Madam, you will never again ſce me humbled 71 
that low degree. 


Bzer.INDA. 


Upon my word! ha! ha! ha! 


ZEVERLE. 
Oh! you may laugh, Ma'am: you have too long 
impoied upon my fond, ealy credulity, But the 
witchery of your Charms is over. 


BiriixDA. 
Very well, Sir! and you are your own man agen. 


BEVRLIV. 
I am, Madam, and you may be your own won 
again, or any body's woman, or every body's. 


BELIN DA. 
You grow rude, Sir! 


BeveERLEY. 


It is time to wave all ceremony, and to tell you 


plainly, that your falſhood 


BELINDA. 
My falſhood, Sir! 


BEVERLEV. 


Your falſhood Il know the whole ſtory. I lov! 
you once, Belinda, tenderly loved you, and by Hea 
ven I ſwear, it is with ſorrow that I can no long: 


% * gr 
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aore you, It is with angwth that I now bid you 


n everlaſting farewel. (Coing) 


BerinDa, 
Explain, Sir : what action of my life ? 


BEVERLEV. 


Your prudence forſook you at laſt. It was too 
glaring; too manifeſt in open day! 


BeLINDA. 
Too manifeſt in open day Mr. Beverley I fall 
hate you. 
BEveERLEY. 


All acer inform againſt you: my picture 
given away! 


BERLIN DA. 


Inſolent! provoking! wrong-headed man! III 
confirm him 1n his error, to torment him as he de- 
ſerves. (ofide) Well, Sir, what if 1 cholc to gi Ve 
t away! I am miſtreſs of my own actions, am I not? 


BrveRLEy. 


I know that, Ma'am : I know that; and I am not 
unealy, Ma'am, 


BrLIN DA. 


So it ſeems—ha! ha !-—why do you ſigh, poor 
man? 


BEVIRL EV. 
Sigh, Madam II diſdain it. 
29. BE- 
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I any glad of it; 


And ad 


again. Lolling familiarly in a gentleman's arms; 


How ! 
Here, 


What 


Oh! 


this was. 
of his waſpiſh temper. 
then? 


Ha! 


ALL IN 


1H E 


BrLtN DA. 


BEVERLrV. 


o vou take 


BELINDA. 


BivrRLEY, 


in the Park! 


BELINDA. 


can this mean? 


BEVr LIV. 
He inviting you to his houſe 


BELIN DA. 
Junderſtand him now; when J fainted, : 


BE 


What then? 


ERIL. EV. 


BeLIN DA. 


ha! poor Mr. Beverley !—why ſhonld vou be 
in a piteous taking, becauſe I, in the gaiety of m my 


ea! 


W RON Ca: 


now thar is fo manly ! but 
watch youre watl, hold a guard upon all your pa 
ſions, otherwiſe they will make a fool of you aca 


in open day! ' 


>| 


Ta, 


of i 


care you don't expoſe yours 


1 


- 


i'1! encourage his notion, to be reveng 


(Aide) Well, Sir, and v /hat 
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ear! Give away a picture ſet no value on, or walk 


rith a gentleman I do jet u value on, or lan on his 


aiiny Or - make tie ian llappy by ICU: 18 hund Graw ON 
my glove. 


BEVERK Ly. 


Or draw off your glove, Madam. 


BzLivDa. 


Ay! or draw it of! 


3 LR 
BgvEgrzv. 


1:1 * 
$ > vw 


Yes, or—or—ar take any other Uberties. 


BELIxDa. 
Very true. 


Nryrnrr ey, 


{ 1. Ti but 


You may make light of it, Mac 


BriixDa. 
\ S Makes 11. it 


Why yes, 4 generous temper always ma 12 
the favours it confers. 


Brvr zv. 
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PLixbpa. 
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Pon voyage! 
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PEVERLEY. 
Don't imagine that you will ſce me again. 


EELINDA. 


Adieu! Well, what, coming again? Why ch 
you linger ſo ? (repeats atjefted!y) 
1h.s ver the dying lamp, 722 unſteady flame 
Fans quivering 10 a point! 


BEVERLEY. 

With what an air ſhe carries it? TI have bnt th; 
one thing more to tell you: by Heaven I loved yy; 
to ex 15 I loved you: ſuch is my weaknels, n 
never quite forget vou. I ſhall be glad, if hercafte: Wi 
I hear of your !appineis, and if I can, no Sian 1005 
all betall you. 


Bl Ix PA. Y 

77 (1 

170! ho! well! my obi:ging, generous Do WH: 

. | {a 
Quixote, go and Zhi Windinills, and caſtles in th 


> * | k 1 Ve 


air, and a choc end phantoms of your own creation, 
for your Dulcinea's take! ho! ho! ho! 


BEVERLTEY. 
_ Confuſion! Take notice, Madam, that this is the 
laſt tine oy toubling you. 
BERLIN DA. 
I ball expect you to-morrow morning. 


BEVERLEY. 


* 


1 


0, never; by Heaven, never! 


C0 :- 29 


BLI b. 


ExaQly at ten; your ulual hour, 


BREVER LEV. 
40 May I periſh at your feet, if ever again 
BELIN DA. 
0 
Oh! brave! but remember ten; knecling, be- 
ſeching, imploring, your han { vpon your heart, 
„ Belinda, won't you forgive me: 
I BrvkRLET. 
W. Damnation !——T have done: I here bid you an 
| eternal adieu! ---farewel for ever! [ Exit. 
0 
BLIx DA. 


I ſhall wait breakfait for you. IIa! ha! poor Be- 
verley! he cannot command his temper, But, in 
D5 ite of all his faults, I ove him ſill, What the poet 
ſays of great wits, may be applied to all jealous lo- 
VerS 


„ + 


To madneſs ſure they're ncar allied; 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide. 


ik 


End of the THIRD ACT, 
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Ane EQ UK; 
Secue an HApartinent in BEVERLEY'S Hcuſe. 


Enter BEVERLEY. 


O! Belinda, I have cſcaped your ſnarcs : En 
recovered my freedom. And yet, if ſhe hatt 
proved fille, whar a treaſure of love and 3 5 
had I in tore! her beauty—po! no more other 
beauty: it is external, ſuperficial, the mere reſult a 
feutures and com plexion. A deceitful Syren, ty 
dra the unwary into a dream of happineſs, and tha 
wake him into wonder at the ſtorms and tempel, 
that gather round him. I have done with her; I 

think no more of her. Oh! Belinda! Belinda! 


Ni 


Enter Brusn. 


Brvsn, 
Pleat xe your Honour 


BEvERLEY. 
She that in every part of life ſeemed ſo amiable! 


Brrsn, 
Sir! 


BVrRLEV. 
Under ſo fl Cir a maſk to wear ſuch loole de! Ius! 


BRUSU. 
What is ke muſing upon -in 
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| BEVTRLIEV. 
[ have. done with her for ever; ay, for ever. 


(kms d twie) I twear tor ever ( use )—are you 
there, Bruſh ! 


RUSH. 


Ves, vour Honour: here is a letter. 
b, * 


2 1177 ” 
BryERVEV. 


So unforeſeen, fo unexpected a diſcovery! Well ! 


well ! well! what did you ſay, Bruſh; 


A letter for your Honour, Sir. 


| BEVTRLIV. 
Give it to me another time. (walks act) III 
not make myſelf uncaſy about her. 
BR usH. 


I fancy your Honour will be glad to have it now. 


BiveRLEyY. 
What did you fay ? 
RUSH, 
It is a letter from Madam Belinda, Sir. 
BEVIRLEV. 
Belinda! I won't read it: take it away, 


BR Us. 


Hey! which way is the wind now? Some qu: wet 
1 ſup 


3 ALE. IN THE WRONG: 


4 fu pee but the falling out of lovers —muſt I tale 


BEVRERRLEV. 
I have done with her for ever. 


Brusmn. 
Fiave done with Madam Belinda, Sir! 


BEVERLEY. 
Oh! Bruſh ſhe is—bur I will not procia: m be 
ſhame. No, let ime il] be tender of her. I will tee her 
no more, Bruſh, hat is all; hear from her no more: 


ſe ihall not wind herſelf about my heart again.“ | 
go out of town directly: order my chaiſe to the f 
door. 

BRUsH. 


lad not you better defer it till morrow mori 
Sir? perhaps then 


BEvERLEY. 
No, no; directly ;*do as I bid you, 


BRUSH, 
Conſider, Sir, if your mind ſhould change, t': M | 
trouble of coming back poſt-haſte c 
8 tl 
BEVERLEV. | 


No, never; I ſay, never: what to her, who CU. 
imile on me, on him, on a thouſand? No; ſur 
ſhall know that I am a man, and no 0 longer the due Wl '* 
of her artificc, 


Buss, 
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JR USH, 
But, Sir, you en that one ſolitary tear, which, 
2 ter m iſerably chofing for it half an 10 bur toge— 
ther, ſhe will painiu, 2 diſtil from the corner of her 
9 'G wall cxtin, SUL iſh a all Liais Tal! 852. TITLE en 
Bzvenrr ry. 
Po! po! you know nothing of the matter. Go, 
and orGer The Cnaile directly, 
9 BR VSI. 
i Yes, Sir. I fuppo'c a couple of ſhirts will be ſuf⸗ 
th ficient, Sir? — you Will hardly fray them out. 
BEVIERL TZ. 
Pack up all, Sir. I ſhall ſtay in the country a 
5 hate n oath, if it be neceſſary. 


BRUSH, 
An entire mouth, Sir! 
BEVERLEV. 
I am reſolved, fixed, determined; and fo, do as 1 
e ordered you. (Fit Brio) 50 {nail dil 
enta gle myſelf from her entirely, 50 hall I forget 


c fondneſs my fooliſh heart had conceived for bor, 
[ hate her, loath her, pity her, am {urry for her, and 


1 


Ove her {t11]. 1 mutt expcl tins werkes } Will 
tink no more of her: and yet -Bruft i, 
may as well lee her letter too: only to try what her 


— 
P__ 
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Enter BRusn. 


BEVERLEY. 
You may as well leave the letter, Bruſh, 


BruSH. 
* a 2 Sl | 
Yes, Sir; I thought as much. LEx:!, 


BrveRLEY. (alone) 


Now what varniſh will ſhe put upon the matter! 
(re) © The falſe gaiety of my heart, thro 
« which my dear Be verle cy might have read 1 
« angulſh at our laſt meeting, has now fabſi1. — | 
© you will come to me, I will not laugh at your 
« quictude of temper, but will clear all vort 
« doubts, and ſhew you {I much Jam, my dea. 

« Beverle „ unalteravly your's, 
« BELINDA BLAND FORD. 

Pſhaw! po! ſatisfy my doubts! I have m 
doubts; I am convinced. Theſe arts prevail er 
more. Ha! ha! (laughs pee viſbly))— My Gra 
Beverley“ (reads, and tears the letter by degices— 
« real anguiſh”'—ha! ha! (tears another pic — 
© jnquie tude of temper "—( another prees jet” clear 
© ail your doubts'—270! po! po!—ha! has — 
damnation !—P'll think no more of her—(7c07: 4 


Ether lit) — ha! ha!“ deareſt B: everley” — a! ha! 
—artiuil woman !—*© unalterabiy your's' 
falie! falſe (fears another piece) I'll not Tag 


myſell uncaly about her. Perhdy ! treachery 
ingratitude ! (fixes his eye, looks uneaſy, and . 
letter in a violent paſſion) 


Euler CLARISSA and BELLMONT. 


* 


CLARISSA, 
So, brother! 


Uu 
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BrLLMuoxr. 
Beverley! 


BEVTRLEV. 
Siſter, your ſervant: Mr. Bellmont, your's. 


Ci. ARISSA. 
You ſeem melancholy, brother. 


"Fo BrVTRLEv. 
No, not I. I am in very good ſpirits. 


I CLARISSA. 
Ha! ha! my dear brother, that is ſeen through: 


WW rou are now upon the rack. 

95 BZzVERLEY. 
n0 What about a woman, a falle, ungrateful woman! 
1 

deu | BriLMoxT, 


Whom you ſtill admire. 


CLARISSA. 
„Lo whom you'll be upon your knees in five mi” 
Na BvrRlev. | 
Fou are miſtaken: I am going out of town, 


KA * 5 


BrLLMONT. 
But vou will take your leave. 


BE- 


» : 
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PEveRL. EY. 
I have done that, once for all. 


CLARISSA. | 


Has not ſhe writ to you? 


BirveRLEy., 
She has; an apa Erie: you ſee the eff of 


her I-tter. You will fee that I ſhall maintain a b 
T0 CF ir! unc! 5 On the OCCai ion. q 
( 
BELLMONT. t 
Mr dear Beverley, have done with this mockery : x 
you but deceive ) conrſelf 
BEVERLEV. 
You want to deceive me, Sir: but it is in vain, 
What, picad for treachery, for falſehood, for deceit? > 
CLannssa. | 0 
No, Sir, but for my friend, my lovely friend, for 
Belinda, for truth, for innocence. 
ant 
BEVERLE. : 
ö : Nu: 
You don't know all the circumſtances. 
CLARISSA. 
Put we do know ail the circumſtances, and, my yi 
dear brother, you have behaved very ill. all. 
Beverrry.. 
Heaven knows, I have not, and yet, Heaven 8 
knows, I ſhould be glad to be convinced I have. too. 


CLA- ' 


1 
d 
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CLARISSA. 

I V. 531] be vour friend, an 4 O1V e vou a 151 int. We 
women are ſoft and compal:: ONare i Our nature; go 
to her without delay, fall at her tet, beg her par- 
don, drop a tcar or two, and all will be well again. 

a 
PzvrRfzv. 

Do you come to make ſport of ee Nav con- 
tempt. and beg 91 ary attend me May ee culami— 
ties of life befal me ; may ſham „ CO Gon and di- 
quiet of heart for ever ſins mes 1 T1 nold nner Tir 
tercourſe with her; if I do not put her from ny. 
thoughts for ever. Did you leave her at home 


CAnissA. 
We did. 


Btvenys 
Well, let her ſtay there: 1 15 of no cone quence © 
tome. How did ſhe bear what! paſied between vs 


CLARISSA, 
Like a ſwect girl as ſhe is: ſhe behaved like an 
angel: I ſhall love her better than ever lor her goud 
numour. 


BEvrRLEY. 
Oh! I don't doubt her good humour. She has 
ſmiles at command. Let her tmile cr hot ſmile, tis 
all alike to me: did the lay any thing ? 


ET \RISSA, 


She told us the whole ſtory, and told it in tears 
90, 
EE: | BE- 


204 A MED; 


BEVERLEY. 
Ay! them ſhe can command too! But I have 1 
curioſity about her: Was ſhe in tcars ? 


CLARI3S8A. 


She was, and wept bi. itterly. How could; 
brother, behave ſo raſhly to fo amiable a a Girl? ! OY ia 
you a pleaſure in being the cauſe of her uncaiinel, 


BEVERLEY. 
I the cauſe ?- you wrong me, by Heaven von 
wrong we: my Lady Reirleſs was the cauſe. She 
Id-rae ſuch things; ſhe planted dacoers it 3 
to C le lach tuin 5 & DAaitec 8818 111 ny ver. 
heart. 


CLARISSA, 


You planted daggers in Belinda's heart. And i: 

was barbarous. WW] hat, becauſe a lady has not 
Nrength enough to bear up againſt a father, who |: 
re ſolved to give her away to another, and 8 ihe 
f:ints out of excefhve tendernet; for you, and in that 
diſtreſs meets accidental relief from Sir John Reſticſ 
at his own door? 


BEvVERLEY, 
IIow! 


CLlantssa. 


And becauſe n my Lady Reſtleſs fees this ont of ber 
window, and has a perverſe talent of miſinterpreting 7 
appcaranc-s into realities, to her own Gd: ſadvantagc; 
you mult therefore fill vour head with ungenerous 
ſuſpicions? Oh! for ſhame, brother, how could 
you! ; 
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BREVERLEv. 
But, is all this true ?—is it really the caſe ? 


BrtLLMoNnT. 


How can you doubt it? You know Bclinda too 
wall: it is the caſe, man. 


PrveRLTtyY. 


I ſhould be glad to find it fo. 


CLARISSA, 


Wel:! I tell you it is ſo. How could you think 
otherwiſe? you know ſhe has the beſt heart in the 
world, and is ſo nice of honour, that ſhe ſcorns all 
falſhood and diſſimulation. 


BELLMONIr. 


Ha! ha! my dear Beverley, you have done the 
„ Wiblurdeſt thing. 


= * 
1 
105 
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BEVERLIVv. 


Why, if what you ſay can be made to appear 
but then ſhe'l] never forgive my paſt behaviour. 


CLARISSA. 
Po! you talk as if you was wholly unletter'd in 
tie tempers of women. My dear brother, you know, 
ou men can do what you pleaſe with us, when you 


ſaw re once gained an intereſt in our hearts. Go to 
age ter, I ſay, go to her, and make VOUr PEACE, 

* BEVERIE v. 

. May 1 depend upon what you [+y ? 

Be-, III. U Ct 
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CLARISSA, 
You may, 


BrverLEy, 


Then I'll fly to her this inſtant, humble myſelf to 
her, and promiſe by all my future life to attone for 
this brutal injury. 


Enter BRusn, 


Brvusn. 
The chaiſe is at the door, Sir. 


BEVERLEY. 
You may put up again; I ſhan't go out of town, 


BrusHn, 
No, Sir! TOE 


BEVERLEV. 


No—ha! ha! you may put up, and let me 
have the chariot directly. 


BRusn. 
Yes, Sir; I knew it would come to this. [Exil. 


| BEVERLEV. 
But do you think ſhe will forgive me? 


CLARISSA, 
She will ; love will plead your cauſe, 


Br. 


con 


BEVERLEY. 


My dear ſiſter, I am for ever obliged to you; and 
Bellmont, I thank you too. How could I wrong her 
ſo? 1 ſhall behold her once again. I cannot help 
laughing at my own raſhneſs. - Is the chariot ready © 
—] won't ſtay for it; I am on the wing, my dear Be- 
linda, to implore forgiveneſs. And ſo ſhe fainted 
away in the Park, and my Lady Reſtleſs ſaw Sir 
John afford her relief?—Ha ! ha! ha !—whimſical 
enough. Ha! ha! ha! what a ſtrange conſtruction 
her crazy temper put upon it? Ha! ha! how could 
the woman be ſo fooliſh? My dear Belinda, I will 
fly to you this moment—ha! ha! (going, returns) 
Sir John ſhall give me back the picture, and, on my 
knees, I will once more preſent it to her. 


CLARISSA. 
So! ſo! you are come to yourſelf, I find, 


BELLMONT. 


knew it would be fo. 
me 


BEVERLEY. 
She ſhall have the picture. I'll find Sir John direct- 


ly: and then—ha ! ha! how could I be ſuch a mad - 
man! ha! ha'!—ſiſter, your ſervant. Bellmont, 
fours. Ha! ha! what a piece of work has that 


toliſh Lady Reſtleſs made for us all? 
[ Exit, finging. 


© 


it, 


CLARISSA. 


Let us follow him: I muſt be preſent at their re: 
5 conciliation. [ Exit with Bellin cut. 
b N 


U 2 


& CEME 


408 ALL IN THE WRONG. 


Scene an Apartment at BELINDA'S. 


Enter BELINDA. 


BELIN DA. 


This raſh, unaccountable man! how could he en- 
tertain ſuch a ſuſpicion ! ungrateful Beverley! he al- 
molt deſerves I ſhould never ſee him again. Tippet! 
I ſhan't be caſy till I hear from him. Tippet ! 


Enter 1 1PPET. 


BeLiNDA. 
Is the ſervant returned from Mr. Beverley's ? 


TiIpPEr. 
Not yet, Madam. 


BELIN DA. 


I wonder what keeps him. I am upon thorns till 
I lee the dear, ungenerous man, and explain every 
thing to him. Oh! Mr. Beverley ! how could you 
treat me ſo? But I was partly to blame; my Lacy 
Reſtleſs inflamed his mind, and I ſhould not have 


trifled with his paſſion, Is the other ſervant returned 
from Sir John Reſtleſs ? 


TiPPET. 


He is, Madam. 


Fo. 


„ 


e. 30g 


BELIN DA. 
And what anſwer ? 


TippEr. 


Sir John will wait upon you himſelf, Madam, di- 


BELIN DA. 


Very well! I muſt get him to ſet every thing in 
its true light, and juſtify my conduct to Mr. Bever- 
ley. And yet the uncertainty of Beverley's temper 
alarms me ſtrangely. His eternal ſuſpicions | but 
there is nothing in that: my future conduct, my re- 
gard for him will cure that diſcaſe, and then 


TT 1PPET. 
I dare be ſworn it will, Ma'am. 


BELINDA., 


Yes, I think it will: when he knows me better, 
he will learn to think generouſly of me. On my 
part, I think I can be ſure he will mect with nothing 
but open, unſuſpecting love. 


Enter a SERVANT, 


SERVANT, 
Sir John Reſtleſs, Madam. it 


BELINDA. 
Shew him in. Tippet, do you leave the room. 


3 Enter 
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Enter Sir Jonx. 


Sir JonN. 
In compliance with your commands, Madam 


BELINDA. 


I am obliged to you, Sir, for the trouble you have 
been pleaſed to give yourſelf. A particular circum- ( 
ſtance has happened in your family, to my utter dif. 
quiet. 


Sir Jokx. 


Madam, there have happened things in my fa 
mily, to my utter diſquiet too. 


BELIN DA: 
T am ſorry for that, Sir. I have been made quite 
unhappy, and mult beg, as 1t 1s in your power, that 
you will be kind enough to remove the cauſe of my 


uncaſineſs. 
Sir Joux. 
Whatever I can do, you may command. ] 
thi 
BrLIN DA. it i 
Sir, I thank you, and muſt tell you, that your 
Lady has done me the moſt irreparable injury. 
) 


Sir Joux. 


She has done the ſame to me. My injuries are :r- 
reparable too, But how has ſhe injured you, Niz- 
dam ? 


Dr. 
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BERLIN DA. 


She has ruined me, Sir, with the man I love to 
diſcraction. 


Sir Jonx. 
Now, here ſomething elſe will come to light. 


: (s* ide)—How, how has ſhe done that, Madam: 4 
N | BerLiNDa. 
She has entirely drawn off his affections from me. 
Þ A Sir Johx. 
And fixed them upon herſelf, I ſuppoſe, 
BzLinpDa, 
15 I don't ſay that, Sir. 
at 
nr Sir Jonx. 
| But 1 dare ſay it; and I believe it, 
BrLIxDA. 
Pardon me, Sir, I don't charge the lady with any 
my of that kind. But ſhe has d eee taken 
into her head to be jealous of ne 
pur ; 
Sir Joux. 
Jealous of you! 
1 BELir Da. 


n. Her Ladyſhip ſaw the little offices of civility J re- 
ceived from you this morning: ſhe iniiunderi ood 
every thing, it ſceins, and has told tic geutleman 


Pe- U 4 with 
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with whom I was engaged in a treaty of marriage, 
that improper freedoms have paſſed between us. 


Sir Joux. 


Artifice! artifice! her uſual policy, Madam, to 
cover her on libertine ways, 


BLiLINDA. 


I don't mean to ſay any thing harſh of the Lady. 
But you know what fou dation there 1s for this, and 
] hope will do me juſtice, 


Sir Joux. 


Oh! Madam, to the world, to the wide world I 
juſtify you. I will wait upon the gentleman, Who 
15 he, Madam? Whar's his name ? 


BrLiiNDA, 
Beverley, Sir. 


Sir Jokx. 
Beverley ! 


BzrinDa. 


Yes, Sir; you ſeem ſurpriſed. Do you know him, 
Sir? 


Sir Joan. 


Yes, yes, I know him; and he ſhall know me: 
my reſentmient ke ſhall feel; he ſhall be anſwerable 
to me. 


BEL IN DA. 
Anſwerable to you! 


—— 


KP & 
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Sir Jonx. 

To me, Madam. TI told you at firſt this was her 
ſcheme to ſhelter herleif ; and he, I ſuppoſe, is com- 
bined wich her to give this turn to the affair, and to 
charge me with infidelity. But you, Ma'ain, can 
witnels for me, 


BrLINDA. 


can, Sir: but can Mr. Beverley be capable of a 
dihonourable action ? 


Sir Joux. 


Tha: point is clear enough. He has injured me in 
the higheſt degree, deſtroyed my happineſs. 


BELINDA. 
How, Sir! are you ſure of this? 


Sir Jo. 

He has given her his picture; I caught her with her 
eres rivetted to it; 1 heard her admiration, 8 : 
prattes of it; her wiſhes that ſhe had been nivrried 1 
uch a man. TI faw her print a thoufand kiffes on id; 

and in the very fact 1 wieſted it out of ker hand. 


BzLIXDA, 

[© I imagined him capable of what vou fav, 
| Sould ſcarcely He Willing TO join * elk to him t57 
Lie, Quarre with me about his | ifture, and a the 
ane time g ve it to angthe- 


: Sir Joux. 
Lady Reſtleſs had t! ze P: cure. Without doubt, you 
nult be very happy with a nan Of NS gallanttx. 


Pr 
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BERLIN DA. 


Happy, Sir! I ſhould be miſerable; diſtracted, | 
ſhould break my heart. But do you think you hay; WW, 
ſulicient proof? 


Sir Joh. 


have ſeen him coming out of my houſe ſince 1 
clandeſtinely, ſhunning every obſervant eye, with th; C 
characters of guilt in his face; and all the diſcourſe! 
had with him, ſerved only to convince me the more, 


BrrinDa. 

Abandoned wretch ! was this the love he profeſſ: 
for ine? Sir, I have only to hope you will vindicate 
me in this matter. I commend myſelf to your bo- 
nour, and I thank you for this favour. 


Sir Jon. 
Our evidences will mutually ſpeak for each oth*r, MW... 
and contound their dark deſigns, Madam, I take my MW, 


ther 
cave. tim. 
her- 
| BELINDA. MB 
Sir, your moſt obedient. hn 
(om 

The gentleman ſhall feel my indignation. 

BELINDA. 
You cannot treat him too ſeverely, 

*. 


7 


Bl 


m 


SS 


7 8 


Sir Jokx. 


[will expoſe him, I promiſe you. Madam, your 
kumble ſervant. [ Exit. 


BtLIiNÞDA. 


Oh! Mr. Beverley, could I have imagined this? 
Falſe! fake man! and yet how ſhall I forget him! 
but I will make an effort, tho' it pierce me to the 
quick. I will tear him from my heart. This mo- 
ment I will write to him, and forbid him to ſee me 
more, | Exit, 


SCENE. te PARK. 
Enter Sir Joux. 


Sir Joux. 

If I can procure ſufficient evidence, I ſhall bring 
the matter to a divorce, and make an example of 
them all. Would Marmalet were come: this is her 
time to a moment. Tf I can worm the feciet out of 
her—Is not that ſhe yonder ?—Not quite daylight 
enough to diſtinguiſh, but I think I perceive a per- 
ſon maſked. Hiſt! hiſt Mrs. Marmalet—the 
comes this way: it is ſhe, Mrs. Marmalet, your ſer- 
vant. 


Euler a perſon Maskkb. 


Sir JOHN. 
You are very good, Mrs. Marmalet—— 


Mask. 
Bleſs my heart, I am ſcared out of my ſen cs. 
| Sir 
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Sir Jo. 
What's the matter, pray? What's the matter 


On Sir! I tremble like a leaf. I was accoſted in: 
rude manner by ſome gentlemen yonder ; I can't (i; 
here, let us go into your noule, Sir; I beg wy 
Wilt, ; 


Sir Joux. 


My houſe? Would not any other houſe do x 
i 
weil? 


MAsk. A 

Oh! no, Sir; not for the world. 0 
ull. 

Sir Joux. ou 


Why my wife is not at home, and fo I think! 
may venture: not but I had rather it were eLewhere, 


Mask. om 
Indeed, Sir John, I am frightened out of my ſer- 
ſes. You will do me a favour if you will take me 
into the houle, 
Sir Jon. 
Say no more: it ſhall be ſo. Robert 


Rog ERT. (opening the dooor) 
Is that Sir John? 


Sir Jonx. 


Your Lady is not at home, Robert, is ſhe ? = 
| & Ro- 


A E 


| RoszRyT, 
No, Sir. 
Sir Joux. 
Then do you go in, and take care that nobody fees 


Mrs. Marmalet with me. Come, I'll ſhew you the 
KY. | Excunt. 


Scene in Sir Jonx's Howe. 


" Enter TaTTLE, and BEVERLEY: 


TaTTLE. (as he enters) 


poor lady! ſhe is unfortunate, indeed ; and, 
vor 3 he 1s as jealous as my Lady to the 
ul. There has been a deal to do about that picture 


| 
| 

ou mention, Sir. 
; 
IK | | 
. | BEVIRLTV. | 
That will be explained preſently : III wait till he 
mes home. I can't poſſibly go without ſpeaking ; 
| 1 
_ him. j 
"= TATTLE. | 


Indeed, you nad better not ſtav, Sir. You dor't 


anſider the miſchief your being in che houſc may oc- 
ation, 


BEVERLEv. 
Miſchief! how do ve mean? 


1 ATTLE. 
k - 
7 ny, Sir! } would not have ycu ſtay for the 
* } 


* E = Fo 4 . 
Ro- 1 would 0 1; 30 CO Ul, 410 Can CAI a Call 3Il 
— 
an 
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an hour, Sir, and you'll certainly find him at ho, 
then. Bleſs my heart, Sir I fancy that's his voice 
Do, dear Sir! you'll be the ruin of my Lady, If }- 
ſees you here, Sir, waiting in his houſe: he'll h. 
Per ſuaded you come aſter my Lady; the world gi, 
never beat it out of his head. 


BrvrRLey. 
But I ſhall give him to underſtand—— 


TarTLE:; 
le won't underſtand any thing. Oh Lud! oi! 
Lud! he's coming up: I'll run and look. [EU. MWe® 
BEVTRLIEV. 
What a flurry the woman is in! a fooliſh jade! | | 
mult ſpeak with him now. : 
191 
TATrI E. (entering) 
It is he as I ain alive, Sir; and there is a woman! 
a maſk with him. 
BevrxLkv. \ 
17 you 
A woman in a maſk! Zoons, if that ſhould be 
Belinda! my mind miſgives me {ſtrangely ! (e 
TATTIE, | S 
Do, dear Sir; you look like a good natured gen- 
tleman ; let me hide you out of the way, Sir. You 7 


would not be the deſtruction of a poor ſervant. 


BEVERLEY. 
* * * 
A maſk coming home with him! I muſt knows! N 
that is. I won't leave the houſe without Knowine 


( 
1 
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{I could conceal myſelf have you any private place, 
Mrs. Tattle f 


TATTLE. 


That is the very thing I mean, Sir. Let me con- 
ceal you in that cloſet till he paſſes through this 
dom. He never ſtays long here. It won't take 
ou two minutes. Do, ſweet Sir, I'll down on my 
lnees to YOU. 


BEveRLEY. 
l wmuſt know who it is. Come, diſpoſe of me as C 
„os will. If this ſhould be Belinda! Pur 1 
14 
TATTLE. | 


* * * 1 
Ucavens bleſs you, Sir, for this goodneſs! III N 
ock the door to make ſure work of it. I was never : 
% frightened in my life. [ Exit. N 


Enter Sir Jonx and a perſon maſhed. 1 


in in 


Sir Joan. 


Mrs. Marmalet, I am obliged to you for this fa- 
bor. I wanted a word or two with you. 


pA 

2. Mask. . 
So Robert informed me, Sir. s 

Gen- 5 1 

5 Sir log. ö 

You J 4 


Did he tell you my buſineſs ? 
Mask. 4 


- 1: No, Sir, 
WIN? 
( Sir 
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Sir Joan. 


Look ye then: if you will gratify me in What! 
ſhall aſk, you may command any thing. Now you 
may be uncovered. 


Mask. 


La ! Sir—l hear a noiſe: 1 am afraid ſomebody'; 
coming: I ſhall be ſeen, 


Sir Joux. 
Huſh! no; there's nobody. If you will indulge 
me on this occaſion, I am yours for ever. Hee, 
here 1s a purle of money for you. 


Mask. 


But if this ſhonid come to the knowledge of your 
Lady, I am ruined and undone. 


Sir Joux. 
No, no, I'll take care of you. 


Mask. 
Will you, Sir? 


Sir Joux. 
I will. But come; let me remove this from your 
face. 


Mask. 
But ſomebody may come. 


Sir Jonx. 
Til lock the door. There, now we are ſafe. 


I 


0 
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M CONE 
1 > [Js 

But in a little time you'll mate up all quarrels 
with your lady, and 1 ſhall be ruined. 


Sir Jon. 


No, no, never fear : I ſhall never be reconciled to 
her: I hate her; I deteſt her. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


AT 


Do you ſo, Sir? (anmaſeing) Now, Sir John, 
ge hat can you lay now, Sir? 


te, 
Sir Jonx. 

My Lady Reſtleſs! Confuſion ! what ſhall I ſay? 

ur Lady Rxsrlrss. 
= Or, Sir John! Sir John! what evan have you 
now, Sir? Can you deny your guilt any longer? 
Sir Joux. 

This is unlucky. That villain Robert has be- 
ryed me. I can't explain myſelf to her now. Try 
hat ſoothing will do.—My Lady Refite's, 1! you 
wil but have patience, this matter ſhall be ex- 
pained, 

Our 5 
Lady Rxsr ss. 

Explained, Sir! 

Sir Jon. 

Yes, my dear, explained, and. 

Lady RESTLESS. 

N. 1. | Pr Fe 

My dear, too! the aburince of you! 
eo. III. A Sir 


EF 
! 
4s 
- 
[0 
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Sir Joux. 


I ſay, my dear, for I ſtill regard you; and ho . 
was all done to—to—cure you of your jealouly : 
done to cure you of your jealouſy. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
A fine way you have taken ! 


Sir Joux. 


Yes, yes; and ſo you will ſee preſently: all to 
convince you how groundleſs your ſuſpicions are; 
and then we ſhall live very happy together. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Ay ! 


Sir Jonx. 

I have no further ſuſpicions of you. I ſee my 
error, and I want you to fee your's. Ha! ha — 
have no ſuſpicions : that will put her off her guard, 
(ide) My dear, compoſe your ſpirits, and— 


Lady ResTLEss. 


And do you think to deny every thing even in the 
face of conviction ? Bale, baſe man! I'll go this 
moment and write to my brother. 


Sir Joux. 


Now you talk wildly, This is all raving: you 
make yourſelf very 3 You do, indeed. | 
had fettled all this on purpoſe, and contrived that“ 
ſhould come to your ears, and then I knew vo! 
would do juſt as you have done; and—then—l— 


xcloived to do juſt as J have done; only to hint a 
yo» 


lat 


me 


* 
1 
15 
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vou, that liſteners ſeldom hear any good of them- 
ſelves, and to ſhew you how wrong it is to be too 
ſuſpicious, my dear: was it not well done?—ha ! 
ha! ha! 


Lady ResTLEss. 
And do you laugh at me too, Sir? Make me 
your ſport? I'll go and get pen and ink this mo- 
ment, | 


Sir Jon. 
Oh! do fo, Ma'am; do ſo—ha ! ha! you'll only 
expoſe yourſelf: go and write, Madam—ha ! ha! 
ha !ſ— 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I will, Sir. (going) The door is locked. This 
won't ſucceed, Sir. I ſuppoſe you have the key. 
Ay! III lay my life you have, and ſome on or 
other of your creatures 1s locked in there. 


Sir Joax. 
This is of a piece with all your 


There, again ! 
Ha! ha! you are mighty ſilly, in- 


vain ſurmiſes. 
deed, you are. 


Lady RESTLESS. 
I will ſeareh that cloſet. I am determined I will, 


Sir Joux. 


Do ſo, Ma'am, do fo. Ha! 
laugh at her 


hal l can't but 


Lady Rrs rss. 
PII have the door broke open, if you won't give 
me the key. 


1 Sir 
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Sir Joux. 
Ha! ha! ha!—How you expoſe yourſelf. 


Lady RESTLESS. 
Will you give me the key, Sir? 


Sir Joux. 
Ha! ha! ha! it is too ridiculous ! 


Lady RESTLESS. 


Mighty well, Sir. Tattle Who waits there? 
will find out all your artifices. Tattle, J ſay. 


Sir Joann. 
Tol de rol lol !—ha! ha! ha! a filly woman! 


] 
J 


Enter IT ATTLE. 


Lady RESTLEss. 


Do you know any thing of the key of that cloſet, 
Tattle ? 


'TATTLE. 


The key, Ma' am! I have it, Ma'am. 


Lady RSTLEss. 


Give it to me. 


'TATTLE. 


hat is, I have it not, Ma'am. Don't have it, 
Ma'am, don't alk tor it. (Se ts her) 


Lady 


ſet, 
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Lady ResTLEss. 


Don't ak for it i but I will have it. Give me the 
key this inſtant, 


Sir Joux. 
How! is ſhe not willing to give it? There is 
ſomething in this, then. Give the key this mo- 
ment, you jade, give it to me. 


Lady Rrs rss. 


You ſhan't have it, Sir. What, you want to hin- 
der me! give the key to me. 


FATTLE. 
Dear heart! I have loſt it, Ma' am. Better not 


nave it, Ma'am. (ide) 
Sir Jonx. 
Give it to me this moment, 1 ſay. 
Lady RrsTLtss. 
It you don't let me have it, it is as rich as your 
place is worth. 


'F-ATTIE, 
* *1 Q EY * ; Sk oy ! * 3 E * 3 7 
The devil is in it! there it is then. I. 7 
* 1 i 4 
NN CiTAPpe, Lb £& 
Lady REsrrss. 
N. 2 7 5 A i g” L 121 * 
OW, 41 » N 2 11141 1C( 3 14 I viy 110K . 
8 * 
811 JOIN 
P * * 4- h v* , 8 aff x , 5 j 
Av, nov fe; rch, II x 1 Þ Wi. ( bd 6's 6 S MY — 27 ts / ) 
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Lady ResTLEss. (unlocking the door) 


You ſhall be found out, I promiſe you—Ol, 
(/creams out ) 


Sir Jokx. 
What's the matter now ? 


Lady ResTLEss, 
Heavens ! ! who have we here? 


Sir Joux. 
Oh there is ſomebody there then! 


Enter BEVERLEY. 


BrveRLEyY., 
Madam—— (bows to her) 


Sir Joux. 
By all that's falſe, here he is again! 


Lady ResTLtss. 


What, in the name of wonder, brings you here, 
Sir ? | 


Sir Join, 


Oh Madam! you know his buſineſs, and I know 
his buſineſs ; and the gentleman knows his buſinch. 
There he is, Ma'am ! there is the gentleman waiting 
for vou; true to his appointment, you ſce. Sir, your 
humble ſervant. My Lady Reſtleſs, your humblc 
ſervant. Now write to your brother; do. I ſhould 
be glad to know what you can ſay now, Now now; 


is the caſe plain now ? 
Lady 


— 2 


fi 
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Lady Rrsrrxss. 


Jam in amaze ! I don't know what to make of 
this. 


BEveRLEY. 
Sir, however odd this may appear 


Sir Jon. 


Ay! now ſettle it between yourſelves : give it what 
turn you will, Sir, ſhe will confirm it. You need not 


be afraid, Sir; you will agree in your ſtory; ſhe is 


quick of invention, and I dare ſay you are pretty 


quick. too! 


BEVERLEY. 


Sir, I muſt beg you will put no forced conſtruction 
upon this matter, 


Sir Joux. 
And you beg the ſame, Ma'am, don't you? 


BiveRLEY, 


Sir, I beg to be heard. My buſineſs here is to de- 
fire you will return me the picture which you have in 
your poſſeſſion ! it is now become dear to me, Sir. 


Sir Jon. 
I dare ſay it is. 


BeveRLEyY. 
And muſt be returned. 


X 4 Sir 


4 Ws 
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— 


Sir Jon. 


It is of equal value to me. It ſhall rife in evidence 


againſt you both. 


Lady RrsT:.z5s. 


G - ' , «3, q 
Evidence againft ne expiun vourielt, Flow di 
YOu Beil in nere 2 \\ nat's VOU [5/51 NE Of 2 What 


broughe VUU hicher?! WHat's your errand ? 


Ay, Sir, ſpcai iS ; how did yu FC in here? Wi ts 
your buſineſs? Wat Braus iht vou aither? What's 


your Crramnc ? 


BEVERLEVv. 
Vexation! In beſet by them both at once. 


Lady RESTLESS, 
Speak, Sir, cxplain, 
Sir Joux. 
Ay! Sir, explain, 


BEevrRLEy. 


Sir, if you will give me leave, I will ſatisfy you 


entirely. I aſſure you, Sir, and you too, Mai 


that the liberty J have taken with your cloſet is cn. 


tircly owing to your maid, Tattle. 


Sir Joux. 


The jade, I don't doubt it, Sir. 


A E 


BREVTRLEV. 


=P 


To prevent, if poſſible, the interpretation now put 


upon tceing me in this houſe. 


Sir Joux. 


And it was well contrived, Sir. Oh! my Lady 


Reſtleſs. 


Lady ResTLrss. 
By all that's juſt, I knew nothing of it. 


BrveRLEY. 
Nothing, upon my honour, Sir. 


Sir Jonx. 
Oh! I knew you would both agree. 


BEevrRLEyY. 
As I am a gentleman, I tell you the real ſact. 


Sir Jonx. 
You necd not, Sir: I know the real fact, 


BrvrenLtry. 


| have no time to loſe in frivolous altercation : 


| muſt now deſire the picture, directly. 


Sir Jour, 
] wiſh you a good evening. 


BE- | 
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BEVERLEY. 


I ſhall not ſtir without it. I ſhould be glad yy 
would comply without a quarrel, I muſt be oblige 
LO— 


Sir JoHN. 


Ay! now her prize-fighter begins. (afide) Id 
ſire you will quit my houſe, Sir. 


BEVERLEV. 


I am not to be trifled with. If you don't return it 
by fair means, I ſhall be forced to draw. 


Sir Jonx. 

There again now! ſhe has ſet him on to cut my 
throat: But I will diſappoint her. She is a worth- 
leſs woman, and I won't fight about her. There, 
Sir, there is your trinket, I ſhall have proof futh- 
cient without it. | 


BEVERLEV. 


Upon my honour, Sir, you will have no proof af 
any tranſgreſſion of mine. If you ſuſpect your lach 
from theſe appearances, you wrong her much, Id. 
ſure you. 


Lady REesTLEss. 
Sir, I deſire you will explain all this. 


| BEvTRLEV. 
Call up your maid, Madam, and then — 


j 


bs 
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Sir Joux. 


No, Sir, no more of it. I am ſatisfied. I wiſh 
you good night, 


BEVERLEV. 


When you are willing to liſten to reaſon, I ſhall be 
ready to convince you of your error. Madam, you 
may depend I ſhall do juſtice to your honour upon 
all occaſions. And now I take my leave. 

[ Exit. 


Sir Joux. 


Now, my Lady Reſtleſs, now ! you are thoroughly 
known ! all your artificcs are known ; Mr. Beverley 
is known ! my Lord Conqueſt is known. | 


Lady ResTLEss. 


My Lord Conqueſt, Sir! I deſpiſe all your impu— 
tations. My Lord Conqueſt's maid, Sir! what can 
you ſay to that? 


Sir Joux. 


Very well, Madam! 'tis now my turn to write to 
your brother, and I promiſe you J will do 1t. 


Lady ResTr.ss. 


You will write, Sir! you will write! Well! his af- 
ſurance is unequalled. (ee! You will write! 


That is pleaſant indeed write, Sir; do; you will 


only expoſe your weakneſs —ha ! ha! you ma your- 


ſuf very ridiculous! you do indeed !—ha ! ba! 


Sir 
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Sir Joux. 


*Sdeath ! Madam, am I to be inſulted with a con. 
tumclious laugh into the bargain ! 


Lady RESTL Ess. 


Why, my dear, this was all done to- to—to— 
cure vou of your jealouſy ; for I knew you would + 
as vou have done, and fo 1 reſolved to do as ! hy 
done, Was it not well done, my dear, ? Ha! h 


Sir Jonx. 
Damnation! this is too much: it is beyond a 
Patience. 


Lady REesTLEss. 


Ha! ha! ha! the tables are turned, I think (ſing; 
end laughs.) 


Sir Joux. 
Let me tell you, it is no laughing matter. You 
are a vile woman; I know you, and the world jhal 
know vou: 1 pronule you it ſhall, 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Lam cicar in my own conviction, and your Gand 
J deſpiſe: nor ſhall your artifices blind me of 
friends any longer. Sir, as you ſay, it is no laughing 
matter. | promite you, you ſhall never diſhonou! 


me again in this houſe. 


Sir Jonx. 
And] promiſe you, Madam, that you ſhall nere 
diſhonour me in any houle, | 
La. 
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Injurious, falſe, perfidious man ! 


Sir Joux. 
Deceitful, wanton ! wanton woman! 
[ Exeunt, al oppoſite doors. 


— — 


End of the FOURTH ACT. 
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Aer che IF TH. 


Scene an Apartment at Mr. BLANDTORD “;. 


Entcr BtLIiNDA, 


BELIN DA. 


Ngenerous, falſe, deceitful Beverley ! under na 
that fair appearance could I imagine that ene 
harboured ſo much treachery? Attached to Lady 
Reſtleſs ; engaged in a diſhonourable intrigue with 
the wife of another, and yet profeſſing an affection for 
me, with ardour proteſting it, and for me only! be 
is likely to regard the honour of the marri age- be, 
who is ready to commit a treſſpaſs on the happinefi 
his neighbour. It was Providence ſent Sir Jon 
Reſtleſs to pay me a viſit, The whole is now broiugh: 
to light, and, Mr. Beverley, I have done with you 
for ever. I thall now obey my father's command, 
By giving my hand to Sir William Bellmont's ton, 


ſhall punith an undeterving libertine for his treacher, F 
are ( 

of y 

Euter T1PPET., 

PELIN DA. R 

Well, Tippet, have you done as I ordered you! War 
—[ 

T1pPET, ich 


I have, Madam. 
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BELINVDA. 


ne perſidious man ! did you ever know ſuch be- 
taviour ? 


T1ePPrrT. 
He is a traitor, like the reſt of them. 


BeLinDa. 


After all the regard I profeſſed for him! after ſo 
many ardent vows and proteſtations as he has made 


me! 


TippEr. 
The hours that he has ſighed away at your feet ! 


BELINDA. 


I will baniſh him from my thoughts. My reſolu— 
tion is fixed, and ſo I have told my ſather. Is Sir 
William Beiimont with him? 


TippREr. 


He is, Ma'am: they are both in cloſe talk: they 
re over their claſs, and are ſo overjoyed at the change 
of your mind, 


BrLINDA. 
And I applaud myſelf for what I have done. —Oh ! 


Mr. Beverley! you have forced me to this extremity. 
—Here, take this letter, Tippet, and give it to him 
with your own hands. 


'TipptT. 
Pb: He ſhall have it. (rakes the leiter) 
BRE- 
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BrLINDA. U 
Where are all his letters? 


Tipp. 


Here, Ma' am. (jhews a parcel) | 


BELIiNDA. 
The bracelets, and the pocket book ? 


TL 1PPET. 
I have them ſafe. 10 


BeLIivDA. 


Very well: take his preſents home to him; and d 
you hear? Bring me back ail the fooliſh letters! 
writ to him. 


TT 1PPET. 


Never doubt me: I won't quit the houſe without 
them. Exchange is all fair. . 


BELIN DA. 


1 nat letter will tell him, that th ouch I now break 
with him in à manner, that may {cm abrupt, . Nis 
character and conduct have compelled me to it. Be 
ſure you confirm that to him. 


— 


TIppEr. 


He ſhall hear it all, and roundly too. ] 


ELIN DA. 


Very well; you may go.— ippet, —aſk his men \ 
—as 1t 170M yourtelt, —carcleſsly,—as it were by a 

„el 

St Ci 
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dent, - ],hether his maſter has talked of me? And 
what he ſaid, Tippet ? 


T1pprrT, 


I know Mr. Bruſh; I can wheedle it out of him, 
| warrant me. 


BrLinDa, 


Get at the particulars: not that I care: I don't 
want to know any thing about 75 ungrateful man. 
t does not concern me now. My fooliſh weakneſs 
over: let him care as little for me as I do for him: 
zou may tell him ſo. 


Tirrrr. 
Your meſſage ſhan't loſe in the carrying 


BERLIN DA. 
Well, that's all: you may begone. 


ut Tippkr. 


Yes, Ma'am. (going) 


BELINDA. 


4 5 
* Mind what I have laid. 
. Tippzr. 


You may truſt to me. (g 


BELIN DA. 
Don't forget a word of it. 


T1PPET. 
No, not a ſyllable. (going) 
Vor. III. * Be- 
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BELINPDA. 


And hark ye: tell him how eaſy, how composed 
I am. That will gall him. You ſee, Tippet, Ian 
quite unconcerned. (forcing @ ſmile ) 


T1PPET. 
Yes, Ma'am : you don't ſeem to fret in the leaf. 


BELIN DA. 


It is eaſy to perceive that I am not all diſcon. 
certed. You may ſee how gay I am upon the vc. 
ſion, (efetting do laugh) 


TieeeT. (laughing) 
Oh! yes, Ma'am: you make quite a laughing 
matter of it. 


BrLIN DA. 
Very true: a perfect air of indifference .- Wal 
I have done. Tell him that upon no account will! 


ever exchange a word with him; that I will never 


hear of him; never think of him; never ſce him; 
and never, upon any conſideration, admit the fmaile!. 
intercourſe; no, never; I will have no more to d 
with him. 


T1PPET. 


I have my leſſon, Ma'am, and I am glad you a 
ſo relolved upon it. (going) 


Enter a SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


Mr. Beverley, Madam, 
Ti 


an 
lu, 


Wi! 


Be 


Tip 


VVV 


TIppRr. 


Vou muſt not let him up ſtairs: my Lady will 
never ſee his face. 


BriinDa. 


Yes, I think I may fee him: ſhew him up. Iwill 
ſee him once more, and tell him all myſelf. It will 
come better from me, Tippet. 


T1PPET. 


Yes, Ma'am, you will do it with a better grace; 
and your reſolution will melt away like a bit of 
lugar in your mouth. 


BELINDA. 
My reſolution is not to be altered; you may 


withdraw, Tippet. 


'TiPpPET. 


Yes, Ma'am.,—— Ah! ſhe has a hankering after 
him (till, e 


BLIND. 


I ſhall now take my leave of him. But then, my 
fend Clariſſa! can 1 rob her of her lover? She 
has not deſerved it at my hands. Though Mr. Be- 
verley has deceived me, muſt I be falic to honour, 


and to fricudſhip ? 
Filter BEVERLEYV, 


BRVvrRLTIV. 
Belinda! how gladly do I once again behold 
1 3 EE; 
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BERLIN DA. 


And with what reſentment have not I reaſon tg 
behold, Si 


BrvenLev. 


You have, Belinda; you have reaſon I grant it; 
forgive the raſh words my folly uttered. 


BrLINPDA. 


Miſtake me not, Sir: it is not your words I quar- 
rel with: your actions, Mr. Beverley, your actions, 
Sir! 


BEveRLEY. 1 
| 


They are not to be extenuated : but ſurely, after 4; 
the letter you honoured me With — 


BrrixDa. 
Sir, I have heard every thing ſince J was guilty o 
that folly. 
BEVERLEV. 
Heard ! what? 
BrLIN PDA. N 


N:Nemble if you will: but this muſt be the laſt me 
our converſing together. My maid will return vc 
whatever I have received from you: all my ws 


letters I mult deſire you to deliver to her; and tl x 

viſit me no more, Sir. al 
BZV ERLEY. 

Belinda !---you will not wound me thus. Ht Y 


is the picture which cauſed that unlucky miitake & 
twee 
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tween us. I have recovered it from Sir John Reſt- 
cls. 
BgLIxDA. 


From my Lady Reſtleſo, Sir? 


BEVERLEY., 


Madam ! 


DELINPDA. 
Oh! fie, Sir; no more; I have done. 


BrveRLEY. 
You muſt, you muſt accept it. Thus on my 
knees I beg you. Will you, Belinda? (ates her 
Lek aud ) 


BrLINDA. 


Leave me, Sir: let go my hand, Mr. Beverley: 
pour falſchood 


—— 2 5 = * — - ** 
F - = 
I - 
WF — . - * 4 
— „ — — . 


BEveRLEY. is 
My falfchood ! By all the — |}! 


Bzeri.1NDA. 


Your falſehood, Sir: Sir John Reſtleſs has told 
t o me all; every circumſtance. 
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nec He has told you! what has he told? His life * 
all anſwer it. | . 

Brix pA. 4 
1: You have deſtroyed my peace of mind for ever. 
Ws * 3 Nay, 
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Nay, you yourſelf have forced me into the arms of 
another. 


BEVERLEY, 
What do I hear? 


BzLINDA. 


My Lady Reftleſs will rejoice at the news: the 
event will not be unpleaſing to her; but ſhe is wel 
come: let her enjoy her triumph, 


BLuveRLEY. 


You aſtoniſh me, Belinda: what does all this 
mean ? 


PriinDa. 


It means, that, in obedience to the commands 0! 
a father, I have agreed co marty Mr. Bellmont. 


B;venLiy. 


Mr. Relimont !---him !- -rozrry him! it is very 
well, Ma'im : I expected it , ome to this, and 
my Lady Reſtleſs is only n n10ned on this occa- 
Gon, as a retort for my accuſation about Sir Jolin. | 
underſtandl it; 3 and, oY IIdaven! 1 believe that whole 
ſtory. 


B:ziinba. 
You do, Sir! 


Brvr RLE. 


I do: fool that I was to humble myſelf to you, 
My pride is now piqued, and I am giad, Madam, 
as glad as you can be, to break of for ever. 


B- 
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— 
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BrriinDa. 


Oh ! Sir, I can be as indifferent on my part. You 
ave only to ſend me back my letters, and 


BEVERIL. EV. 


Agreed, agreed. I'll go home this moment, 
and fend them all. Before I go, Madam, here is 
rour own picture, which you had given me with 
your own hands. Mr. Bellmont will be glad of it; 
or Sir John Reſtleſs will be glad of it; or any body 
will be glad of it: you need not be at a loſs. 


BrLINxDA. 
Very like, Sir. (zakes the picture) Tyrant, tyrant 
man! to treat me in this barbarous manner. (cr:es ) 


BEVERLEY. 
Tears! Belinda! (opproaching)—Bciinda 


BrLINPDA. 


No more of your inſidious arts. Iwill hear no 
more. Oh! my heart, my heart will break. 1 did 
not think it was in your nature to Echave as vou 
ave done; but—iarcwel for cver. [ Ext. 


PEveRLEY. 

Belinda! hear me but ſpeak. By Heaven, my Lady 
Reteleis—. Sh. le is gone: ſcleath !! have been duc 1 
dy her all this time; I will now fummon up all that 
s man within me, and 1 in my turn deſpite her. 
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Entcr T 1PprET, 


TIpP ET. 


If you are going home, Sir, I will take the thingy 
with me now. 


BrveRLEyY. 
Yes, I am going: I will leave this deteſted—— 


T1PPET. 
This abominable place, Sir. (laughing at hi) 


BEvERLEY. 


This hell ! 


Tippkr. ar 


Ha! ha l—ay! Sir, this hell. 


BEVERLEY. 
This manſion of perfidy, ingratitude, and fraud, 


„ I 1PPET; 
Very right, Sir, let us go, 


BEVERLIV. | 


And yet—Tippet, you muſt not ſtir. Indulge ac 
me but a little, It is all a mitunderſtanding, this. 

TIpr Er. 9 R 

| ir 

My lady will have no more to ſay to you. Y 


may take the things, Sir: my lady reſigns them H he! 
to YOu, Sir. 


Br- 
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BREVERLEV. 


1! Tippet, uſe your intereſt with her. Keep 
5 in the houſe till I return. I will clear up this 
whole matter preſently, I muſt not lole her thus, 

Exil. 


T 1PpPET. 


Poor gentleman ! he ſeems in a lamentable way. 
Well, I fancy for my part he is a true lover after all; 
that's what I do; and my young lady, I fear, i— 


Emuter BELIN DA. 


Tipprr. 


Madam, Madam, Madam, you are to blame; you 
are, indeed, 


BriinDa. 
Is he gone ? 
T 1PPET, 
He is, Ma'am. 
BERLIN DA. 


Did he ah. any thing? Was he uncaſy? Or did 
he carry it off with a | 


Tippkr. 


Oh! Madam, he went away ſighing ſhort, his heart 
throbbing, his eyes brimful, his }ooks pale you are 


to blame, you are, indeed, Madam. dare VE 1wWOiul 
he has never proved falſe. 


Bx. 
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BELinDA. 
Oh! Tippet, could I be ſure of that! 


T1PPET. 


Put your on not ſure of the contrary. Why won't 
you ſee ry Lady Reſtleſs? See her directly, Ma- 
&© to her now before it is too late; before the 

cd es, who are putting their heads together, 
have jeriicd the whole affair. Dear Ma' am, be ad- 


viſed. I hart hem 0 e They WII] hurry You 
into a match, and you'll r of it. How cru 
this is! Here hey cue it's Madam Cla- 
Fi{ia, 
lie CLARISSA. 
CLARISSA. 


So, B!1>daz you have thrown things into Fine con- 
ſu hon. You have involved yourſel;, aid my bro- 
ther, 2nd Mr. Bellinont, and every body in mol: ter- 
Fic GaliiCull ies. 


EELINx DA. 
My dear Clariſſa, here have been ſuch doings be. 
vou brother and me. 


CLARISSA. 


Co I find. I met him as I came hither. You have 
had fine doings indeed. J have heard the wnhow:; 
my brother has told me every thing. 


| 'T 1PPET. 

Madam, Madam; I hear your father. Sir Wil 
liam Bellmont is with him: they are coming u' 
ſtairs. f 

17. 
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Br LINDA. 


am not in a diſpoſition to ſee them now. Cla- 
ia ſuſpend your judgment; ſtep with m to my 
own room, and I will then give you ſuch reatons 25, 
rou will own yourſelf, ſufficiently juſtify my conduct. 


CLARISSA. 
The reaſons muſt be ingenious, that can make any 


kind of apology for ſuch behaviour: I ſhall be glad 


to hear you. 


BrLiixnDa. 


Very well, follow me quickly. You will find that 
my reſolution is not ſo raſh as you imagine. 
[ Exit with CLARISSA, 


Tipprr. 


They have got into a rare puzzle; and how they 
will get out of it, is beyond my dexterity ; and fo let 
em manage as well as they can. 


Enter BLaxprorD, Sir WILLIAu, and Young 
BELLMONT, 


BLAaNDFORD. 


Sir William, we have made a good day's work of 
& the writings will be ready to-morrow morning. 
Where is Belinda ? 1 thought ſhe was in this room. 


T1ryrerT. 
She is gone to her own room, Sir: ſhe is not 


well 
v%+aks 


Sir 
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Sir WILLIAM. 


She has changed her mind, perhaps: : I ſhall hare 
no faith in this buſineſs, till it is all concluded. 


BLANDFORD. 


Changed her mind, fay you? No, no; I can de. 
pend upon her. I'II bring her to you this moment, 
and you and your ſon ſhall hear a declaration of her 
mind out of her own lips. Tippet, where is be- 
Jinda 7 


TiyeerT. 
I'll few you the way, Sir. [Exit with Blandfyd, 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Now we ſhall ſce what authority you have over 
your daughter. I have your promiſe, George : 
if ſhe contents, you will be ready to comply with The 
wiſhes of your father. 


BELLIfO Vr. 


Sir, you may depend, that is as far as matters are 
in my power: but you know, as I told you already, 
the lady has a ſettled, rooted averſion to me. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Averſion !—ſhe can change her mind, can't ſlic? 
Women have no ſettled principle. They like to- 
day, and diſlike to-morrow. Beſides, has not he, 
father promiſed her to you in marriage? If the vid 
gentleman lies you, what have you to do with her 
averſion ? 


BeLL: 


e 


BELLNMoO Nr. 


To do with it? A grcat deal, I am afraid. You 
are not now to learn, that, when a young lady mar- 
ries againſt her inclination, billet-doux, aſſignations, 
plots, intrigues, and a terkible et cetera of female 
ſtrat: gem, mount into her brain, and the poor huſ- 
band in the mean time — 


Sir WIL LIAN. 


Come, lad, don't play the rogue with your father. 
Did not you promite me, it ſhe made no obiectlon, 
that there would be no obſtacle on your part? 


BELLMOV NT. 


I promiſed to be ture, but yet I can't help think- 
ing 


Sir WILLIAM. 

And J can't help thinking that you know how to 
equivocate. Look you, George, „ur words Were 
plain downright Eng}ith, and L «x nect that you will 
pertorm to the very letter. I h: ave fixed my heart 
upon this match. Mr. Blandford and I have paſſe (| 
the day at the Crown and Rolls to read over the 
deeds. I have been dining upon parchment as I 
may ſay. I now tell you ence tor all, you mult be 
obſervant of my will and pleature, 


Ber LMONT, 
To end al] ure Sir, if the lady gde) She 


will never conſent; I may ſately pronaſc.—If the 


lady, Sir, can at once forget her engagements With. 


my friend Beverley 


Sir 
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Sir WILLIAM, 


You will then forget Clariſſa: fairly ſpol:-n, 
Come, I am ſatisfied. And now, now we ſhall ſee, 


Enter BLANDFORD. 


72 


| BLANDFORD. 0 

Sir William give me joy : every thing goes as | 
wiſh My daughter is a complying girl. She iz 
ready to obey my commands. Clariſſa is with her, 
beſeeching, wrangling ; complaining, ſoothing; nov qt 
in a rage, and now in tears; one moment expoſtulat. 
ing, and the next imploring; but all in vain; Belin- 
da holds her reſolution; and ſo young gentleman 
you are now completely happy. bc 

he 
BELLMONT. o 
Death to my hopes! can this be true? (ade) 
BLANDFORD. 

Sir William give me your hand upon it. This |, 
will not only be a match of prudence, but of incli- pa 
nation. 

Sir WILLIAM. 
There, George, there is news for you: your buli- 
nels is done. es 
Cai 


BLANDFORD. 


She owns very frankly that her heart has been hi 
therto fixed upon a worthleſs man : ſhe renounce 
him for ever, and is willing to give her hand as 
ſhall direct, 


BELL- 
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BELLMONT, 
What a dilemma am I brought into? (afiae) 


Sir WILLIAM. 


George, what's the matter, boy? You a bride- 
groom? Wounds ! at your age I could cut a capcr 
over the moon upon ſuch an occaſion. 


BEeLLMONT. 
I am more ſlack-mettled, Sir: I cannot leap 
quite ſo high. 
Sir WILLIAM. . 0 


A cup too low, I fancy. Let us go and finiſh our 
bottle. Belinda ſhall be my toaſt. I'll give you her * 
health in a bumper. Come, Mr. Blandford : I want Rl 
to waſh down the cobwebs of the law. [ Exit. ; 


oo —_— 


BLANDFORD. 


| I attend you, Sir William. —Mr. Bellmont, fol- 
us low us : we muſt have your company : you are under 
par: come, we will raiſe you a note higher. 


8 2 2 —— uw D — 


[ Zxit. 
| BELLMONT. 
_ You have ſunk me ſo low, that I ſhall never re- 
cover myſelf, This behaviour of Belinda's ! 
Can ſhe think her treachery to one lover will recom- 
mend her to another? | 
hi- 
* Enter CLARISSA. 
15 


CLARISSA. 
Mr. Bellmont, I wiſh you joy, Sir. Belinda has 
LL* con- 
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ſented; and you have done the ſame. You are bot 
conſenting. Ihe match is a very proper one, V. 
will be finely paired, 


BritLMoNT. 


You are miſiniormed, Clariſſa ; why will you dg 
me this injuſtice ? 


CLARISSA. 


Injuſtice! Mr. Blandford has reported ever; 
thing: he has done you juſtice: he has told us ho 
eaſily you have been perſuaded : don't imagine tha 
I am hurt. I reign all pretenſions: I can be pre- 
vailed upon with as much eaſe as you, Sir: I can copy 
the caſy compliance of Mr. Bellmont. 


PELLMONT. 
If you will but hear me: moderate your anger. 


CLARISSA. 


Anger langer indeed! 1 ſhould be forry any 
thing That has happened were of conſequence enous 
to diſturb my peace of mind. Anger I ſhall die 
with laughing at the thought. You may be fall to cle 
your ends: Sir; falſe to your vows; you may break ha 
every ſolemn engagement; Mr. Blandford wiſhes | in Bu 
Belinda wiſhes it; and why ſhould not you comp 
Follow the dictates of your heart, Sir. 


BeLLMONT. the 


Whatever has happened, Clariſſa, I am not to 
blame. 


CLARISSA. 
I dare ſay not; and here is a lady will fay t ? 


ſame. Kun AC 


1994, 
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Enter BELIN DA. 


BELINV DA. 


Spare your reproaches, Clariſſa,—Mr. Bellmont, 
you too may ſpare me. The agitations of my mind 
diſtreſs me ſo, I know not which way to turn mylſclf. 
The provocation I have had 


CLARISSA. 
Provocation, Madam from whom? 


BELIN DA. 


From your brother: you need not queſtion me; 
you know what his conduct has been. 


BELLMONT. 


By Heaven you wrong him; and ſo you will find 
in the end, 


CLARISSA. 


Your own conduct, Madam ! will that ſtand as 
clear as my brother's? My Lady Reſtleſs, I believe, 
has ſomething to ſay. It will become you to refute 
that charge. 


BELIiNDa. 


Downright malice, my dear : but I excuſe you for 
the preſent. | 


Enter Tippkr. 


TippET. (to Belinda) 
Your chair is ready, Ma'am. 
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BELINDA. 


Very well: I have not a moment to loſe: I am 
Cetermined to know the bottom of this whole affair. 
Clarita, when I return, you will be better diſpoſed 
to hear me, F 


CLARISSA. 


You need not trouble yourſelf, Ma'am : I am per. 
fectly ſatisfied. Tippet, will you be fo good as ta 
order my chair? 


BELIN DA. 


Well; ſuſpend your judgement. This buſineſs is 
of importance: I mult leave you now. 


[ Exit with Tippet, 


BrLLMONT. 


Clariſſa, if you knew how all this wounds me to 
the heart. 


CLARISSA. 


Oh ! keep your reſolution; go on with your very 
honourable deſign: inclination ſhould be conlulted; 
and the neceſlity of the caſe, you know, will excuſe 
vou to the world. 


me 


BriLMuorxr. 


Command your temper, and the whole ſhall be 
explained. 


C AkISssA. | 
It wants no explanation : it is too clear already. 


B:i:- 
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BELLMONT. 


A moment's patience would ſet every thing rigcht- 
—'Sdeath ! one would imagine that Lad Reſtleſs had 
been ſpeaking to you too. This is like the reſt of 
them: downright jealouly ! 


CLARISSA. 


Jealouſy Upon my word, Sir, you are of great 
conſequence to yourſelf : but you ſhall find that I 
can with perfect ſerenity baniſh you, and your Be- 
linda, entirely from my thoughts. 


Enter T1PPeT. 


TIppEr. 
The chairmen are in the hall, Ma' am. 


BzLLMONT. 
Let me but ſpeak to you. 


CLARISSA. 


No, Sir: I have done: I ſhail quit this houſe im- 
mediately. (going) Mrs. Tippet, could you let 
me have pen, ink, and paper, in your lady's room? 


TipyET. 
Every thing is ready there, Ma'am. 


CLARISS 4. 


Very well :—T'll go and write a letter to Belinda, 
I]] tell her my mind, and then adieu to all of you, 


[Exit with Tippet. 
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BELL Mor. 
How perverſe and obſtinate ! : 
Enter Sir WiLLtam. : 


Sir WILLIAM. 
Well, George, every thing is ſettled. 


BELLMONT. 


Why really, Sir, I don't know what to ſay, |[ 
wiſh you would conſider 


Sir WILLIAM. 
At your tricks again ? 


BrLLMONT. 


I am above an attempt to deceive you: but if all 
circumſtances were known am not fond of ſpeak- 
ing detractingly of a young lady; but for the ho- 
nour of your family, Sir, let us deſiſt from this 
match. 


Sir Wir LI. 
Roguery, lad! there's roguery in this. 


BELLMONT. I 
I ſee you will force me to ſpeak out. If there 1+ 


unhappily, a flaw in Belinda's reputation 


Sir WILLIAM, 95 
How? | I: 


B:z114Y piri 
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BELLMONT. 


This is no time to diſſemble. In ſhort, Sir, my 
Lady Reſtleſs, a worthy lady here in the neighbour- 
hood, has diſcovered a connection between her and 
Sir John Reſtleſs ; Sir John and Lady Reſtleſs lived 
in perfect harmony till this affair broke out. The 
peace of the family is now deſtroyed. The whole is 
come to the knowledge of my friend Beverley: with 
tears In his eyes, with a bleeding heart, (for he loved 
Belinda tenderly) he has at laſt muſtered up reſolu- 
tion, and taken his final leave, 


Sir WiLLIAM, 
Ay! can this be true? 


BELLMONT. 
It is but too true ; I am ſorry to report it. And 


now, Sir, judge yourſelf — Oh here comes Mr. 
Blandford : 'tis a dreadful ſcene to open to him; a 
o- terrible ſtory for the ear of a father! You had beſt 
n take no notice: we need not be acceſſary to a young 
lady's ruin: it is a family affair, and we may leave 
them to patch it up ainong themſelves, as well as they 
can, 


Sir WIILIAu. 
If theſe things are ſo, why then the calc is altered 


Enter BLax DFORb, 


BLANDFORD. 


Hey! what's in the wind now? You two look 

s grave! what's come over you? For my part, my 

11 · pirits are above proof with joy: Jam in love with 
＋ 3 my 
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my daughter for her compliance, and I fancy I ſhall 
throw in an odd thouſand more, to enliven the 
honcy-moon. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Mr. Blandford, we are rather in a hurry, I think, 
We had better not precipitate matters. 


BLANDFORD. 


Nay, if you are for changing your mind—Look 
you, Sir; my daughter ſhall not be trifled with, 
Where is ſhe? Where is my girl? Who anſwers 
there ? 


Enter Tippkr. 


BLAND FORD. 
Where's Belinda? 


TIprEr. 


She is not gone far, Sir: juſt ſtept out upon a 
moment's buſineſs to Sir John Reſtleſs. 


Sir WILLIAM. 
Gone to Sir John Reſtleſs! (fide) 


| BELLMONT. 
You ſee, Sir. (70 Sir William) - 


B. AN UroORD. 
I did not think ſhe knew Sir John, 


Qui 


. 


Qur 
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Sir WILLIAM. 


Yes, ſhe knows him: ſhe has been acquainted 
with him for ſome time paſt, 


BLANDFORD. 


What freak has ſhe got in her head? She is 
not gone after her Mr. Beverley, I hope. Zookers ! 
this has an odd appearance, I don't like it: I'll 
follow her this moment. | 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Yeu are right: I'll] attend you. Now George, 
this will explain every thing. (de) Come, Mr. 
Blandford, this may be an eſcape: young birds 
will wing their flight, 


BLANDFOR D. 


Well, well, ſay no more: we ſhall ſce how it is; 
Come, Sir William: it is but a ſtep. [ Exit. 


BELLMON T. (io Tippet) 
Where 1s Clariſſa? 


Sir WiLLIam. (locking back) 
What loitering, George? 


BrLLMO Nr. 
I follow you, Sir. (Exit Sir William) Clariſſa is 
not gone, I hope. 


TipPET. 
Gone, Sir She is writing, and crying, and wip- 
L 4 ing 
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ing her eyes, and tearing her paper, and beginning 
again, and in ſuch a piteous way ! 


BELLMONT. 


I muſt ſee her: ſhe muſt come with us. If Lady 
Reſtleſs perſiſts in her ſtory, who knows what turn 
this affair may take? Come; Mrs. Tippet, ſhew me 
the way. | Exeunt, 


Scene the Hall in the Houſe of Sir Joux ResTLEss: « 
loud rap at the door ; and enter ROBERT. 


RoBERT. 


What a hurry you are in there ?—This is my 
Lady, I ſuppoſe. Where can ſhe have been? Now 
for more confuſion. If ſhe finds Madam Belinda 
with Sir John, we are all blown up again. 


Sir Joun. ( peeping in) 
Robert, Robert: is that your Lady? 


RoBERT. 


Mercy on us! She 1s coming, I believe, Sir, 
( looks out) I ſee her chair: it is my Lady, 


Sir Jokx. 
Don't let her know that Belinda is in the houſe, 


RoBERT. 


Not if I can help it. Truſt to me, Sir. (Exit Sir 
Jobn) Here ſhe comes. What has ſhe been about? 


A Clair 
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| A Chair is brought into the Hall. 


Lady ResTLEss. (coming out of the Chair) 
Is Sir John at home ! 


RoBERT. 
I fancy he is, my Lady. 


Lady ReSTLEss. 
Has any body been with him ? 


RosnexRrT. 
He has been all alone, writing letters in his ſtudy * 


1 he deſired not to be interrupted. 
4 Lady REsTLEss. 
I ſhall not interrupt him, I promiſe him. You 
never will tell me any thing, Robert : I don't care 
who comes after him. To-morrow I ſhall quit this 
houſe, and then he may riot in licentious pleaſure. If 
he aſks for me, I am not well; I am gone to my own 
apartment: I hope to ſee no more of him. (geing) | 
Ir, | 
CHAIRMAN. if 
Shall your Ladyſhip want the chair any more to- it 
night ? 1 
uſe, 
Lady ResTLss. q 
I don't know what I ſhall want. Leave the chair | 
ir WW there: you may wait. [ Exit. 4 
ut! li 
CHAIR MAN. | 


Ay! always a waiting job. 


Ban (puts the chair aſide ; Exeunt Chairman, and Robert.) 


Euler 
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Enter Sir Jonn and BELiNDA, 


BTLIN PDA. 
If you will but permit me to ſay a word to her 


Sir Johx. 
Excuſe me for the preſent: I beg you will. 


Berinpa. 


A ſhort interview with Lady Reſtleſs might cle; 
up all my doubts : what objection can you have: 


Sir Jon. 

A million of objections. You do not know the 
conſequence of being ſeen in this houſe. She wil 
interpret every thing her own way. I am un 
happy, Madam, while you ſtay. 


BELINDA, 

There is more cruelty in your refuſal than you cm 
imagine. Mr. Beverley's character is in queſtion: 
it is of the laſt importance to me to know the whole 
truth, 


Sir Jonn, 

You know it all, Madam. Mr. Beverley's cha- 
racter is too clear. Proofs thicken, and grow 
ſtronger every hour. Since the viſit I paid you th 
very day, I have made another diſcovery. I foun! 
him lurking here in my houſe. 


BELINDA, 
Found him here, Sir ? 


5 


ow 
this 


2 


Sir Joux. 


Found him here. He was lying in ambuſh for 
another amorous meeting. 


BZLINDA. 
If there is no miſtake in this buſineſs 


Sir Jonx. 

Miſtake! May I truſt my own eyes? I ſry 
him; I ſpoke to him; I taxed him with his guilc. 
He was conceal ;.: her cloſet: does that amount to 
proof? Her maid Tattle ſtationed him there. My 


Lady was privy to it: ſhe favoured the ſtratagem. 
Are you ſatisfied now, Madam? 


BrLinDa. 


The particulars of this diſcovery, Sir John, may 
convince me: W me all, Sir: you will oblige me. 


Sir Jonx. 


Enquire no more for the preſent. You will oblige 
me, Madam. Robert ſhall ſee you ſafe home. I 
would not have my Lady find us together: I think I 
hear her: no, no. In a day or two the particulars will 
be known to the wide world. Where is Robert ?— 
He Hall conduct you home. My pcace and happi— 
neſs require it. 


BtELINDA. 


My peace and happincſs are deſtroyed for ever. If 
rour ſtory be true — 


Sir 
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Sir Jon. 


It is too true: T wiſh you a good night. I am 
miſerable while you are here. Robert 


BELINDA. 


Deliver me! I am ruined. I hear my father's 
voice: what brings him hither ? I am undone if ye 
finds me. Let me retire into that room, 


Sir Joux. 
That room will not do: you will be ſeen there. 


BELIN DA. 
Can't I go up ſtairs? (going) l 
Sir Joan. 

No; I am ruined, if you go that way.— Hell and 
diſtraction My Lady Reſtleſs coming down 
Here, Madam, here; into that chair. You will be 
concealed there: nobody will ſuſpect you. 


BELINDA. 


Any where, Sir: put me any where, to avoid this 
impending ſtorm. ( goes into the chair) 


Sir Jouxn. (Hutting the chair) 


This is lucky. I am ſafe now, Let my Lady he! 
come as ſoon as ſhe will. ſent 


Euter Lady RrsTLEss. 


Lady REesTLEss. 
I only wanted to ſay one word, Sir, 


ute: 


Us 


dy 
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Enter BLANDFORD. 


BLANDFORD. 


Sir John, I am obliged to intrude : I am told my 
daughter is here. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
There! he has heard ic all. 


BLANDFORD. 


have heard that Belinda came to your houſe : 
on what buſineſs, I do not know. I hope, Sir John, 
that you do not harbour the girl to diſturb the peace 
and happineſs of a father. 


Sir Joan. 
That imputation, Sir 


Lady ResTLEss. 
He does harbour her. 


| Sir JohN. 
Mr. Blandford, I give you my honour —— 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I know he does. He has ruined your daughter ; 
he has injured you, Sir, as well as me in the molt cl- 
ſential point, 


Sir Joux. 
She raves; ſhe is mad, If you liften to her 


Enter 
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Enter Sir WILLIAM, and BEVERLEY. 


BranDroRD. 


Jam glad you are come, Sir William. This 
more than J expected. | 


Sir Joux. 
And more than I expected. There, Madam, there 


is your favourite again! 


BEVERLEV. 


My viſit is public, Sir. I come to demand, in the 
preſence of this company, an explanation of the mil- 
chief you have done me. 


Sir Jonx. 


You need not be fo public, Sir. The cloſet is} 


ready for you: Tattle will turn the key, and you will 
there be very ſafe. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
How can you perſiſt in ſuch a fallacy ? He knows 


he perfectly well knows it was an accident; a metc 
blunder of the ſervant, entirely unknown to me, 


Sir JonN. 
She was privy to the whole. 


BLANDFORD. 


This is beſide my purpoſe. I came hither in que! 
of my daughter: a father demands her. Is ſhe here: 
Is ſhe in the houſe, 


Wi 


N 


W. 


inc 
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In this houſe, Sir? Our families never viſited. I 
am not acquainted with her. 


Lady ResTLEss. 


He is acquainted with her. I ſaw him claſp her in 
his arms. 


BLANDFORD. | 
In his arms! When? Where? Tell me all. 


Lady RtsTLEss. 
Ves, now let him give an account of himſelf. 


Sir Joux. 


When you have accounted for your actions, 
+ is Madam | 


Lady RESTLEss. 
Render an account to the lady's father, Sir. 


"Ws, BLANDFORD. 


ner Yes, to her father. Account with me, Sir. 
When and where was all this ? 


Lady REsTLEss. 
This very day ; at noon; in the Park. 


BEVERLEV. 


queſt But in the eyes of the whole world: I know Be- 
wre-Wlinda; I can acquit her, 


of Sir 


— 
— 1 
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C 
Sir Jon. a1 
And I proclaim her innocence, We can both ac. MW '* 
quit her. (goes up to Beverley) 
Lady ResTLEss. 
You are both in a plot: both combined, 
Sir Jokx. 
It was all harmleſs ; all inoffenſive. Was not i: ii 
Mr. Beverley ? he 
BEVERLEV. 
Yes, all, all. | 
as M. 
Lady RxsrL Ess. 
All guilt; manifeſt, downright guilt. 
Sir WILLIAM. | 
If you all talk together, we ſhall never underſtand, 
[ 
BEveRLEY. pic 
I underſtand it all. Mr. Blandford you met Be. 
linda in the Park this morning ? 
BLANDTORD. on 
I did, Sir. 
BEVERLEY. | I; 
You accoſted her violently : the harſhneſs of you * 


language overpowered her ſpirits: ſhe was ready t 
faint : Sir John was paſſing by: ſhe was going to drop 
down: Sir John aſſiſted her: that is the whole oft! 


ſtory. Injured as I am, I muſt do juſtice to * 1 
; a' 


Be. 


vou 
y te 
drop 


the 


elin 


oF 


reſpect, 


Sir Johx. 
There now: there! that is the whole of the ſtory, 


Lady ResTLEss. 


The whole of the ſtory! no, Sir John: you ſhall 
ſuppreſs nothing: you could receive a picture from 
her, 


Sir JoHN. 


You, Madam, could receive a picture; and you, 


Mr, Beverley, could preſent it. 


Lady Rxsrlxss. 
Mr. Beverley, you hear this ! 


BEveRLEY. 


| can juſtify you, Madam. I gave your Lady no 
picture, Sir John. 


Sir Joux. 


She had it in her hand. 1 ſaw her print her kiſſes 
on it, and in that moment I ſeized it from her. 


BEVERLEx. 


Belinda dropt it in the Park, when ſhe was taken 
ill: I had juſt given it to her. Your Lady found it 
there, 


Lady REsTLEss. 
I found it on that very ſpot. 


Vol. III. A a B- 
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das character. She may treat me with the caprice 
and pride of inſolent beauty; but her virtue claims 
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BErvERLEY. 
There, Sir; ſhe found it. 


Sir Jonx. 6 


I found you locked up in her cabinet; concealed 
in private. 


Lady Krsrrss. 
But with no bad intent. 


r Joux. 


With the worſt 3 


BreveRLEY. 


Your jcalouſy, Sir John, has fixed an 9 th 
upon me, who have not deſerved it: and your ftp m 


cions, Madain, have fallen, like a blaſting dds, 
upon a lady, whoſe name was never before ſullicd by 
the breath of calumny. 


ne 
Sir WILLIAu. 

The affair is clear as to your daughter, Mr. Bland 
ford. I am ſatisfied, and now we need not inirviefl | 
any longer upon this fa muly. (Enter Beliiioul and Cu- da 
ri/a.) Walk ; in, George: every thing is right: your 
fears may now go to reſt, 


Lady ResTrrss. 


I ſhall not ſtay another night in this houſe. Time 
wall explain every thing. Call my chairmen there. 
Sir John has it his own way at preſent. (Luder chair. 
men.) You have ſettled this among yourlelves. [ 
ſhall now go to my'brother's. Sir John | have no more 


to ſay at preſent. Hold up. {ze 4% the chair.) 
: Sir 


Let the chair alone. 
not quit this houſe, till I conſent. 
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Sir Joux. 


and the chair.) 


Lady ResTLEss. 


I ſay hold up. 


Sir Joux. 


Let it alone. 


Lady ResTLtss. 


371 


You ſhall not go : you ſhall 
(goes betrueen her 


Very well, Sir: J muſt be your priſoner, muſt I? 


It is mine to command here. 


Sir Jonx. 


No looſe eſcapes 


this night; no aſſignations; no intrigues to diſgrace 


Me. 


Lady Rxsrurss. 


Such inhuman treatment! I am glad there are wit— 
neſſes of your behaviour, (wolks away) 


BLANDFORD, 


Jam ſorry to ſee all this confuſion ; but fince my 


daughter 1s not here 


He knows where ſhe is, and io you will find. 


Lady RrsT: 25s. 


Sir Joux. (coming forward.) 


Your daughter is innocent, Sir, I give you my 


honour, 
Reſtleſs has occaſioned all this miſchief. 
a ſtory to palliate her own miſconduct. 


W here ſhould ſhe be in this ho uſe ? 


Lady 
She formed 
To her vari- 


bus artifices you are a ſtranger ; but in a few days 


rou my depend 
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Lady RrsTLEss. (aſde, as ſhe goes towards the chair.) 
He ſhall find that I am not to be detained her, 


(makes figns to the chairmen to hold up.) 7 
Sir Joux. 

J ſay, gentlemen, you may depend that I have ful 
proof, and in a little time every thing will—(t 
chair is opened, and Belinda comes out.) 00 

Lady ResTLEss. 
Who has proof now? There, there! in his hou ,. 
all the time ! 
BLANDFORD. 
What do I ſee ? 1 
BEVERLEY, 

Belinda here ! 

Sir WILLIAM. Ii 

So, ſo! there is ſomething in it, I ſee, by 

| tur 
Sir Johx. ma 
Diſtraction! this is unlucky. bu 


Lady REsTL Ess. 


What ſay you now, Mr. Beverley ?—Now Mr |! 
Blandford ! there; ocular demonſtration for you! 


Sir WILLIAM. 


George, take Clariſſa as ſoon as you will. Mr Jol 
Blandford, you will excuſe me, if I now decline ani 
further treaty with you. 


f BLAND FORD. yai 
This abrupt behaviour, Sir William Bey 


<4 


uſe 


Mr 


<4 
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Sir WILLIAM, 


am ſatisfied Sir. 1 am reſolved. Clariſſa, you 
have my approbation: my ſon is at your ſervice. 
Here, George, take her, and be happy. 


BerLmonT. (taking her hand) 
To you from this moment I dedicate all my future 
days. 
BLANDFORD. 


Very well: take your own way. I can fill pro- 
tect my daughter, 


BEVITIRLILV. 


And ſhe deſerves your protection: my dear Be- 
linda explain all this: I know it is in your power. 


BrLIN DA. 


This generous behaviour, Sir, recalls me to new 
life, You, I am now convinced, have been accuſed 
by my Lady Reftleſs without foundation. Whatever 
turn her Ladyſhip's unhappy ſelf-tormenting fancy 
may give to my conduct, it may provoke a ſinile, 
but will excite no other paſſion, 


Lady ResrLEss. 
Mighty fine ! what brought you to this houſe ? 


BERLIN PDA. 


To be a witneſs of your folly, Madam, and Sir 
John's into the bargain. 


BELLMONT. 

That I can vouch: Sir John can fill his mind with 
rain chimeras, with as apt a diſpoſition as his Lady. 
Beverley has been repreſented in the falſeſt colours 

A a 3 Lady 
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Lady ResTLEss. 
That I admit: Sir John invented the ſtory, 


BEVERLEY. 


And Belinda, Madam, has been cruelly ſlandere( 
by you. 


Sir Joun. 
She has ſo: that J admit. 
Brlixba. 
And my deſire to ſee all this cleared up, brought 


me to this houſc, Madam. Now you ſee what hs 
made this contulion. 


Lady ResTLEss. 
Oh! I expected thefe airs. You may Gdifcu!; the 
point where you pleate: I will hear no more upon 
tae ſubject. h [ Exit. 


BLANDFORD, ſpe 
Madam, the ſubject mult be ſettled. ( fo//ows ber.) 


Sir Jon. 1 
You have a right to inſiſt upon it: The whole ſhall 
be exMained this moment. Sir William, you are a 
difpaiſionate man. Give us your aſſiſtance. [Hit. ( 


Sir WILLIAM. © 


With all my heart. George, you are no longer 1 | 
concerned in this buſineſs, and I am glad of it. 


[ Exit, with young Bellmont. 


CLa- 
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CLAR1SSA, (to Beverley.) 


Now Brother, now is your time: your difficulties 
ue all removed. Sir John ſuſpected you without rea- 
on: my Lady Reſtleſs did che ſune to Belinda: you 
ire both in love, and now may do each other juſtice. 
can ſatisfy my Lady Reſtleſs and your father. 

Exit. 


Brvknikr. (aide) 
I ſce, I ſee my raſhneſs. 


BrlIN pA. (aſe) 
] have been terribly deceived, 


EEVERLEY, 
If ſhe would but forgive my folly. 


BrLINDA. 


Why does not he open his mind to me? I can 


* firlt. 


BEVERLEV. 


What apology can I make her i—PÞBclinda ! 


BrLivDa. 


Charming! he begins. (de, and friilins) 


BeveRLEY. (approaching) 
Belinda no anſwer ?—Belinda ! 


BrLinDa. 


Mr. Beverley ( ſuites aide) 
A a 4 B- 
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BEeveRLEY. 


Don't you think you have been very crue] to me, 
Belinda? (advancing towards ber ) 


BELINDA. 


Don't you think you have been barbarous to me? 
(without looking at him) 


BEVERLEV. 


I have : I grant it. Can you find in your heart to 
forgive me? 


BELIN DA. (without looking at him) 


You have kept me on the rack this whole day, 
and can you wonder that I feel myſelf unhappy ? 


BEVERLEY. 


I am to blame: I acknowledge it. If you knew 
how my own heart reproaches me, you would ſpare 
yourſelf the trouble. With tears in my eyes I now 
ſpeak to you : I acknowledge all my errors. 


BeriNDA. (looking at him) 
Thoſe are not tears, Mr. Beverley, ( /miling ) 


BEVERLEY. 
They are; you ſee that they are. 


BELINDA. 
Ah! you men can command tears. 


VC 


un 


0 


are 


BEVERLEY, 


My life! my angel! (kiſſes her hand) Do you 
forgive me ? 


BeLinDa. 


No; I hate you. ( /ooking pleaſed at him) 


BEvERLEY. 


Now, I don't believe that. (k/es her cheek) Do 
you hate nie, Belinda? 


BELINDA. 


How could you let an extravagance of temper get 
the better of you? You know the ſincerity of my 
affection. Oh, Mr. Beverley ! was it not unge- 
nerous ? 


BEVERLEY. 
It was; Jon it; on my knees I own it. 


BeLinDa. (laughing) 
Oh! proud man! have I humbled you ?—Since 


you ſubmit to my will and pleafure, I think I can for- 


give you, Beg my picture back this moment. 
(Heros it to him) 


BeveRLEY, (zaking the picture) 


I ſhall adore it ever, and heal this breach with 
uninterrupted love, 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Joux, Lady Rxsrrrss, Sir Wil Lian, 
BLaxDoRD, BELLMONT and CLARISSA, 


Sir Joux. (laughing) 


Why yes; it is very clear, I can now laugh at 
my own tolly, and my wife's too, 


Lady RESTLESS. 
There has been ſomething of a miſtake, I believe, 


BEVIRLEV. 


You ſee, Sir John, what your ſuſpicions are come 
to. I never was within your doors before this day; 
nor ſhould I, per Dae, have had the honour of ſprak- 
ing to your Lady, had it not been for the miſunder- 
ſtanding your mutual jcalouſies occaſioned be- 
tween Belinda and me. 


BLAND FORD. 


And your Ladythip has been ingenious enough 
to work out of thoſe whimſical circumſtances a 
charge againſt my daughter. Ha! ha! 


Sir Joux. | | 
It is ever her way, Sir. I told you, my dear, that 
you would make yourſelf very ridiculous, 


Lady REesTLEss. 


I fancy, Sir, you have not been behind hand with 
me. Ha! ha! ha! 


Sir WILLIAM. | 
And now, Mr. Blandford, I think we may as wel! 
let the match go on as we at firſt intended. 


BLaxD- 


at 
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BLANDFORD. 
No, no more of that: you have di ipokk cd of your 
ſon. - Belinda, I no 10 nzer 0p] boſe your inclinations ; 


take Mr. Bc verley as ſoon as you will, 


Sir Joux. 

Now let us ſee: if {he agrees to marr: 
then, ſhe knows he is innocent, and 1 ſhall be Autis- 
fied. (afide) 

BELIx LDA. 


If you inſiſt upon it, Sir. 


85 BLANDFORD. 
3 . 
5 I do inſiſt. 
fs Lady ResTL z85, 
e 
If Beverley accepts of her, all my ſuſpicions are 
at an end. (% 4) | 
Brvrnlxv. 

Fil Thus let me take the bright reward of all my 


a WW viſhes. (zakes her hand) 


BirLINDA. 


Since it is over, you have uſed vorr au- 
nat Wl thority, Sir, to make me happy indecd. We have 
both ſeen our error, and frankly confcls that we 

have been in the wrong too. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


1th ; f : 
Why, we have been all in the wrong, I think. 
Sir Jon: . 
ell It has been a day of miſtahes, but * ſortunate 
ones, conducing at laſt to the advantage of all par- 
WE lies. My Lady Refileſs will now be taught 


Lady 
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Lady ResTLEss. 
Sir John, I hope you will be taught 


PrLANDFORD. 


Never mention what 1s pait. The wrangling of 
married people about nnch queſtions that break 
out between them, is like the laſhing of a top: 
it only ſerves to keep it up the longer. 


Sir JoHhs. 
Very true: and ſince we have been ALL IN Tr 
WRONG To0-DAY, we will, for the future, endeavour 
to be ALL IN THE RIGHT. 


BreveERLEvy. 


A fair propoſal, Sir John: we will make it our 


buſineſs, both you, who are married, and we, who 
are now cuntering into that ſtate, by mutual conh- 
dence to enſure mutual happinels. 


The God of Love, thinks we profane his fire, 
When trifles light as air miſtruſt inſpire. 

But where eſteem and gen'rous paſſions ſpring, 
There reigns ſecure, and waves his purple wing; 
Gives home-felt peace; prevents the nuptlal ſtrife; 
Fndcars the bl:is, and bids it laſt for life. 
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VVV 


Written by Mr. GaRkick. 
Spoken by Mrs. YarTts. 


BLESS me, this ſummer work is ſo ſalieting ! 

Aud then our plays ſo buſtling, jo intriguing ! 
Such miffing, fighing, /colding, all together ! 
Theſe love affairs ſuit beſt with colder weather, 
At this warm time theſe writers ſhou'd no! treat yon, 
With fo much love, and paſſion, —fur they'll heat vous 
Poets, like Weavers, ſhould with taſte and reaſon, 
Adapt their varicus goods to ev'ry ſeaſon. 
For the hot months, the fanciful, and light; 
For mind, and body, ſomething cool aud light: 
Authors themſelves indeed jicglec? this rule; 
Dreſs warm in ſummer, aud at Chriſtmæs col. 
I told our Bard within, theſe five a plays, 
Are rich brecades, unfit for ſultry days. 
Were you a cook, ſaid I, wou'd you prepare, 
Large hams, and roaſted jirloins for your fare? 
Their very ſmoke would pall a city giutton; 
A Tragedy would make you all unbutton ! 
Both appetites now aſi for daintier picking, 
Farce, pantomime, cold lamb, or white leg'd chicken. 
At Ranelagh fine rolls and butter jee: 
Signor Tenducci, and the beſt green tea ! 
Italian ſinging is as light as feother ; 
Beard 7s too loud, too powerful for this weather ! 
Vauxhall more ſolidly regales your palates ; 
Champaigne, cantata's, cold boil'd beef, and ballads. 
What fhall we do your different taſtes to hit © 
You relifh ſatire; {to the pit] you ragonts of wit; 

[ boxes] 


Your 
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Your tas is fbr, en, high ſeaſen'd joke ; | 1ſt gali,? 

You cal. ſer hor pipes, end for Hearts of Oak! | 24 all. 

O could 1 vi an 4 bave 4 co, iug man 

Once 191d my fortune, aud he charm'd this fan ! 

Said with a flirt I u ivht my will enjoy : 

Think ycu there's Magee in this little bey? 

Pl ty its por; end, if I gain my wiſh, 

1'll give you, Sirs, a dor nt gl Lagliſb diſh. 

Come Kh 1 fong [muſic i 18 heard] indeed ! 7 ſes 
will do. 

Tate 1 heed galtaits, i play the dence wth you. 

Whenc'er I pleaſe, lt charm you to my fight; 

ind tear a FAN WITH FLIRTING &V'ry nigot. 


Enter two Balla SinGuRs, who ſing the follow- 
ing Song. 


1 N G. 


E Critics above, aud ve Gilies below, 
Ye finer ſpun Critics, «who keep the mid row, 
tarry a moment, I'll ſiug you a ſong, 

Shall prove that, like 5, you are all in the wrong, 


Ye Poets, «ho mount on the fam'd winged fleed, 

Of prencing, end wincing, and kicking take beed : 

Lor when by theſe hernets, the Crilics, you're ung, 
You're thrown in the dirt, and are all in the wrong. 


Ze Actors, wwbo ac what theſe writers have writ, 
Prey flick to your Peet, and ſpare your own wit; 
For when with your own you tnbridle your tongue, 
I' hold ten to cne you are all in the wrong. 


Ye Knaves, who make news for the fooliſh to read, 

Il ho print daily flanders the hungry to feed : 

For a while you mijlead 'em, the news hunting throng, 
Till the Pill! ery Proves, you are all in the wrong. 
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* grave Politiciaus, fo deep and ſo wiſe, 

1 ith your hums, aud. your forts TS, and Your uplifted eyes; 
The road that you travel, is Fedions aud long 

pitt Pray you jog on; you are all in the wrong. 


Ve kappy fend huſbands, and find lip hy wives, 

[tt never ſuſpicion embitter your lives ; 

[et your prudence be flont, aud Your faith be os fronm ; 
Io watch, or who calch, they are all in the wrong. 
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Je unmarried folks be not bought, © be ſill}, 
Let age avoid youth, and the youiis Ce ! be lt; 


For they'll ſcon get together, the Vern ith tne yon, 
Aud then iny wiſe old ones, you're all; in the wrong. 


1 
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Ye ſoldiers and failcrs, who bravely have funght, 
ji he honour and glory, and laurets 12 25 ce 7 
lit * Aut appear, you'll be at 20 , of” 3; > 
Aud if they come near you, ey's TC all in the wrong 
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Our errors are may, fray W hs or ve blind ; 
SH find your way hither to giad us ee night, 
Aud our note <e will change to you're all in the right. 


Ve jnages of taſic lo our li 9 e Lind 
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THE 
DESERT ISLAND, 
DRAMATIC POEM, 


33 ACF:S; 
Performed at the 
1-H-E6 A-FRE ROY AL 
PR UNNI 
Te, dulcis conjux, te ſolo in littore ſecum, 
Te veniente die, te decedente cancbat. 


Vol. III. 


FROL 6 UK 


Written and ſpoken by Mr. Garric, 


In the Character of a Dux HEN Port, 


AL LL, all ſhall out; all that I know gu feel; 
Iwill by Heav'n to higher powers appeal! 
Behold a Bard ! no Author of to-night ! 
Ne, no, they can't jay that, with all thei; foite : 
Ay, you may frown (looking behind the feencs) Ti a: 
ou, great and ſmall ; 
Your Poet, Sets Mama gers and cl! 
Tyeſe fools within here, fwwear tat Im in ligongy » 
My Palſion warms me, nie bes my tits , * che 72 
I tulter 160 ; but inat's the gout ant 53; : 
French Wines, aud living ligb, have beci ny lane. 
From all temptaticiis new, I wiſely ger me ; 
Ner will J ſuffer one fine Wendt near ine. 
id this Jſacriſice, to give you pleaſcire : 
Fir you I've coln'd my 0rans, ad here's the trecſuro, 
(pulls out a Manucint) 

A treaſure this, of prifit and deilgut ! 
And all tron by fer this damn'd ferff to-nichkt ! 
"y is A PU; WO Worry cory oye! 
but log 790i,'7, t MORES ine CTY, 
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Would the cold blood of ancient maidens thrill, 
Ard mate ev'n pretty younger tongues lie ſtill. 
This play not er'n Managers would refuſe, 
Ilad Iivav'n but giv'n'em any brains to chuſe ! 
(puts up his Manuſcript) 
Your Bard to-aight, bred in the ancient ſchool, 
Defeens and megſures all by critic rule; 
Aeult frien's it ones no farther —Tie's a foo. 
So v nic, and fo very dull, 
Tis Defert Iſland 7s his own dear Hull. 
No foul i wax the Ilevieu/e ring, and rattle, 
Io trumpets, thunder, ranting, ſtorms, or battle ! 
But oll your fine poetic prittle prattle. 
The plot is ibis lady's caſt away ; 
Long before the beginning of the play;“ 
Aud they are taken by a fiſherman, 
The lady end the child tis Beys's plan: 
n oa be blimders—THes an lIrifhian. 
Tis all alike; bis comic fuff I nean: 
I hate ell humour; it gives me the ſpleeu; 
So damm em bot! , u all my heart, unſight, unſecn. 
But ſoculd you bim, fill Pm undone: 


* 


de 115'd all wc.;s lo ing my Phanix on. 
(ſewing his play again) 

Flaticr I can i any of tneir tribe 
Can cut and flaſm; indced I canict bribe. 


Ii hat mui? I do thei Peg vor to ſubltribe. 
— H — * Wo; 
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* The May to Keep Him, in three acts, was preſented as the 
&ficr piece on the tame ng lis. 
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Be kind ye boxes, galleries, and pit: 
Jig but a crown a piece for all this wit: 
All ſterling wit ! to puff myſelf I hate: 
You'll neer ſupply your wants at ſuch a rate! 
'Trs worth your money, 1 would ſcorn to wrong ye: 
You ſmile conſent ; I'll ſend my hat among ye. 
(going, he returns) 
So much beyond all praiſe your bounties feell ! 
Not my owon tongue, my gra-ti-tude can tell, 
A little flattery ſometimes does well.“ 


(ſtaggers off) 
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Dramatis Perſon. 


M EN. 


FrepiNavD, Heſband to I Mr. "EE OIO 
CONSTANTIA, 
Hxaico, Friend to FER“ 


COIN | Ir. FLEETWOOD. 
DINAND, | 


W G M E N. 


CoNSTANTIA, Mrs. PRITC HARD. 
&11.via, her Daughter, Miſs PRITCHARY 
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rr 


The ſcene repreſents a vale in the Deſert Iſland, ſurrounded by 
rocks, caverns, grottos, fiowerins ſhrubs, exotic trees, and 
plants grownng wild. On one file is a cavern in a rocks 
over the entrance of which af pears, in large characters, an 
unfurfhed inſcription. CONSTANTIA 7s difegvered at work 
at the inſcription, ia romantic habit «of ius, leaves, and 

nvers : in her hand fhe holds a h1oken . and ſtauds in 
att to finiſh the imperfeet inſcriþticz. 


After a ſhort pauſe, ſhe begins. 


EST, reſt my arm; ye weary ſinews, reſt : 
Awhile forget your office. On this rock 
Here fit thee down, and think thy ſelf to ſtone. 
(/its de on) 
Would Heav'n I could ! (/es) Ye ſhrubs, ye name—- 
lets plants, | 
That, wildly-gadding, midſt rhe rifted rocks 
Wreathe vour fartaltic ſhoots; ye darkſome trees, 
That ſpread yon verdant arch above my head, 
Shadowing this ſolemn ſcene ; ye mois-grown caves, 
Romantic orottos,—all ye objects drear ! 
Tell me, in pity tell me, have ye ſeen, 
Thro' the long ſeries of revolving time, 
in vchich you have inclos'd this lonely manſion, 
day, have ve ſeen another wreech like me? 
No, never! Lou, in tenders: t 1 
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Have join'd my plaints : you, at the midnight how}, 
When with uprooted hair I've ſtrew'd the earth, 
And call'd my huſband gone; have call'd in yain 
Perfidious Ferdinand ! you, at that hour, 
Have waken'd echo in each vocal cell, 
Till ev'ry grove, and ev'ry green hill round, 
Mourn'd to my griefs reſponſive. Well you know 
The ſtory of my woes: ev'n yonder marble 
Relenting feels the touch ; receives each trace 
That forms the melancholy tale.— Tho' rude, 
And inexpert my hand; tho' all uncouth 
The inſtrument, yet there behold my work 
ell nigh complete. Let me about it ſtraight. 

(ſhe advances toward the ruck) 
Ye deep engraven letters, there remain ; 
And if in future time reſiſtleſs fate 
Shall throw ſome Briton on this diſma! ſhore ; 
Then {peak aloud ; to his aſtoniſh'd ſenſe 
Relate my tad, my memorable caſe : 
Alarm his ſoul, call out 


STOP TRAVELLER. 
HERE 
CONSTANTIA, 
WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 
SYLVIA, 
WAS DESERTED BY HER HUSBAND, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 
FERDINAND; 
WHO PRETENDING TO LAND HER 
FOR REFRESHMENT 
FROM THE DANGERS OF A STORMY sa; 
BARBAROUSLY LEFT HER 
ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 
WIERE SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE. 


FRIENT): 
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| FRIEND! 


WHOE'ER THOU ART, 
PITY MY WRONGS, 
BUT AGAINST MY HUSBAND, 
(FOR LOVE LIKE MINE CANNOT FORGET 
WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT IT FIXED) 
I CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE R 
Revenge !—the word Revenge 1s wanting ſtill. 
Ye holy pow'rs! if with one pitying look 
You'll deign to view me, grant my earneſt pray'r ! 
Let me but finiſh this my ſad inſcription, 
Then let this buſy, this afflicted heart 
Be ſtill at once, and beat my breaſt no more. 
( ſhe goes on with ber work ) 
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Enter SYLVIA. 
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SYLVIA. 
My deareſt mother! Oh! quite out of breath. 
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CoNSTANTIA. 
What is the matter, child? 
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SYLVIA: 
My flutr'ring heart 
Beats wild with joy. Oh! ſuch an incident! 


CoxnsSTANTIA. 
What incident, my ſweet? 


SYLVIA. 


My little fawn, 
My dear, my lovelieſt fawn, for many days 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe lofs I've mourn'd ; for whoſe dear ſake I's 
left 

No corner of the Iſle unſearch'd; this moment, 

O'er the dew-lpangled lawn, with printleſs feet, 

Came bounding to me; playful friſk'd about 

With inexpreſſive airs of glad ſurprize, 

With eager ſigns of tranſport : big round tears 

Stood trembling in his eye, and ſcem'd to ſpeak 

His fond regret ſtill mingling with his joy. 


ConSTANTIA., 
And is it that, my love, delights thee ſo ? 


SYLVIA. 

And can you wonder, Ma'am ? Yes, that delights 

me, 
Tranſports me, charms me : he's my darling care, 
My dear companion, my ſweet little friend, 
That loves me, gambois round me, watches [ti] 
With anxious teadernels my ev'ry motion, 
Pants on iy boſom, leaps into my arms, 
And wanders oer me with a thouſand kiſſes, 
Before this time, he never once ſtray'd from me. 
I thought I loſt him, but he's found again! 
And can you wonder I'm tran{ported thus ? 


CoxnSTANTIA. 
Oh! happy ſtate of innocence! how ſrrect 
Thy joys, ſimplicity, cer yet the mind 
With artificial paſtions Jearns to glow ; 
Fre taſte has ta'en our ſenſes to her ſchool, 
Has given cach well-bred appetite her laws, 
Taught us to fee! imaginary bliſs, 
Or elle expire in clegance of pain. 


SyLVis. 


nnd 23 — ER AQ 


N 


—_— 
0 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 395 


SYLVIA. 
Nay, now, again, you're growing grave: 'tis you 
Give laws to appetite ; forbid each ſenſe 
To miniſter delight. Your eyes are dimm'd 
With conſtant tears; the roſes on your cheek 
Fade like yon violets, when exceſſive dews 
Have bent their drooping, melancholy heads, 
Soon they repair their graces ; ſoon recal 
Their aromatic lives, and ſimiling yield 
To ſighing Z .cphyr all their balmy ſweets. 
Jo grief you're ſtill a prey: ſtill wan deſpair 
Sits with! ring at your heart, and ev'ry feature 
las your directions to be fixed in woe, 
Nay, pr'ythee dry thoſe tears: you make me ſad. 
Will you, at length, forget your cares? 


ConsTAaNTIA. 


Forget! 
Ohf ſweet oblivion, thy all healing balm 
To wretches you refuſe! Can! forget 
Perfidious Ferdinand? His tyrant form 
Is ever preſent: the deluding looks, 
Endearing accents, and the ſult regards 
With which he led me to yon moſs-clad cave, 
There to repoſe awhile. Oh! crucl man! 
And you, ye conſcious wilds, I call you falle ! 
Accomplices in guilt ! The Zephyrs bland 
That pant upon each leaf; the melody 
That warbles thro' your groves ; the falling foun- 
tains, 
That at each deep'ning cadence lull the mind, 
Were all ſuborn'd againſt me; all conſpir'd 
Jo wrap me in the ken fold, ot leep. 
Sudden I Wake: whete, where is Ferdinand ? 
| rave, 1 fliriek ; no Ferdinand replies; 
Frantic 
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Frantic I rove thro” all your winding glades : 

I ſeek the ſhore, no Ferdinand appears! 

I climb yon craggy ſteeps ; I fee the ſhip 
Unfurling all her fails ! I call aloud, 

I ſtamp, cry out; deaf as the roaring ſea 

He catches ev'ry gale that blows from Heay' n, 
And elcaves his liquid way. 


SYLVIA, 


Why will you thus 
Recall your paſt afflictions? 


ConsSTANTIA: 


Ah! what then, f 
Thou wretched Conſtance, what were then thy feel | | 
ings? , 
I 
\ 
( 


rend my treſſes, beat my breaſt in vain, 
In vain ſtretch out theſe ineffectual arms ; 
Pierce with my frantic cries the wounded air; 


Daſh my bare boſoin on the flinty rock, N 
Then riſe again, and ſtrain my aching ſight, & 
To lee the ſhip ſtill lefS'ning to my view, < 
And take the laſt, laſt glimple, as far, far off, ) 
In the horizon's verge ihe leſſens ſtill, * 
Grows a dim ſpeck, and mixes with che clouds A 
Jui: vaniſhing, juſt loſt, ah ſcen no more. P, 

SYLVIA. © 
I pr 'ythee don't talk ſo: my heart dies in me. Ir 


Why won't vou ſtrive a little to forget 
This melancholy theme? The twilight grey 


Of morn but faintly ftreaks the caſt; "the ſtars 5 
Still glimmer thro' the wWhit'ning air; the groves 1 
Are mute; yon all-devouring deep lies huſh'd; 1% 
The tuneful birds, and the whole brute creation vw 


Still ſink tn ſoft oblivious ſlumber wrapp'd, 16 
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Forgetful of their cares. All, all but you 
Know lome repoſe: you pals the dreary night 
In tears and ceaſeleſs grief; then riſing wild 
Anticipate the dawn, and here reſume 

Your doleful taſk, or elſe aſcend the height 
Of yonder promontory ; there forlorn 

You ſit, and hear the brawling waves beneath 
Laſh the reſounding ſhore ; your brimful eye 
Still fix'd on that ſad quarter of the heav'ns 
Where my hard father diſappear'd. 


CoNSTANTIA. 


Yes, there 

My melancholy loves to dwell; there loves 

To fit, ana pine over its hoard of grief; 

10 roll theſe eyes o'er all the ſullen main, 

In hopes fo;1e fail may this way ſhape its courſe 
With the glad dings of the human race! 

Could 1 behold that dear, that wilh'd tor fight, 
Could J but je ſome veltiges Of man, 
Some mark of focral Hife, ev'n tho” the ſhip 
Sid ſhun this iſie, and court propitious gales 
zeneuth foinc ;.appicr clime z yet lll the vie 1 
V\ ould chear » foul, ard my he art bound with joy 
At th” faint: nolpet of my fellow creatures. 
But not tor inc, ſuch tranfort; not for me! 

Dean nu ive land, I now en no more nut fee the 

Con mud i CVEr-UINg mide ton N 
From thy ſweet joys, fociety, debarr'd! 


SYLVIA; 


But to your | N 0 & ts vant: ng here? 


| | - 5 
11 Nan 1 2 14 'S! 111 2 l 7 1 4; Þ We j 5 412 W 441 83, n 
ERS poliſh'd man ts, and gay (. ent Of lis 
1 
Which þ urope yicuts ever aid anon 


1 rom your own 7 can gather too 
That 
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That happinets is all unknown to Europe: 
That envy there can dwell, and diſcontent ; 
The Wile, tat wakens at another's woe; 
The heart, at ſickens at another's praile ; 
The tongue, that carries the malignant tale; 
The lit; [17ic, that ſubverts a frientl : 
Fraud, perfidy, ingratitude, and nurder. 
Now fure with reaſon 1 fer theſe ned 
Of innocence, tranquility, and joy ! 


ConsTANTIA. 


Alas! my child, 'tis eaſy to forego 
Untaſted ſweets, pleaſures you never knew. 


S 


Are we not ho re what you yourſelf have told me 
In Europe (Gvercigns are? Here we have fix'd 
Our little iylvan reign. Tre guileleſs race 

Ot animals, that roam the lawns and woods, 
Are tractable and willing ſubjects; pay 

Paſſive obedience to us; and yon ſca 

Becomes our tributary; hither rolls 

In each hoarſe-murm'ring tide his various ſtores 
Of daintieſt ſhell-ftiſh. The unbidden earth, 
Of human toil all ignorant, pours forth 
Whatever to the eye, or taſte, can Prove 

Rare, exquiſite, and good. At once the ſpring 


Calls forth its green delights, and ſummer's bluſh 
Glows on each purple branch. The ſeaſons here 


On the ſame tree, with glad ſurprize, 
Behold cach ocher's gitcs ariſe : 
Spontancous Huits around us row; 
For ever here the Zephyrs b ow; 
Shruvs cer How'ring, 
Shades envoy ring; 


* 


] lea: al 


— 
FI 
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- Heav'nly ſpots, 


Cooling grots, 

Verdant mountains, 

Falling fountains; 

Pure limpid rills, 

Adown the hills, 

That wind their way, 

And o'er the meadows play, 

Enamour'd of th' enchanted ground, 


ConSTANTIA. 
What is this waſte of beauty, all theſe charms 
F cold, inanimate, unconticious nature, 
Without the ſocial ſenſe ? 


SYLVIA. 
Thoſe beauteous rocts 
Which you fo much reoret, are foll of men; 
And men, you know, arc animals of prey: 
I'm fur- that you youre nave told me 10 
A thouſand times. | 


ConSTANTIA. 


And if I have, 17d, 

I told a didnal Fru On they are falſe, 
Inexorable, cruc 1h ieccivers: 

Their unrclen tig ate no harbour know 


Vor honour, truth, humanity, or love. 


8 Y I, V 1 A * 
W 11 | » 18 Y 58 7 > > Fo 2 72 FS Dp » 1 d -Y yo "ja — 
( i t 10 J, 144 ais L033% SA3% 7 Lais CGECA retreat 


2 1 y * * a * 0 . »*/>/> 
Froin tliem at lea were tree: 
ConSTAaANTI. 
Poor innocent |! 


| can't but grieve for her, Cu tte bears) 


SYLVIA, 
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SYLVIA, 


Why fall afreſh 
Thoſe drops of ſorrow? Pray you, now give Oer. 


ConSTANTIA. 


My heart will break. I do not grieve, my child, 
I can't conceal my tears: they will have way. 


SYLVIA, 


Nay, if you love me, ſure you will not thus 
Make my heart ake within me! 


ConsTANTIA, 


No, my ſweet; 
I will not weep. All will be well, my love. 
Oh! miſery ! I can't, 1 can't contain. 


1 he black ingratitude! (weeps) 


SYLVIA, 


Say, 1s there aught 

Sylvia can do, that may afford you comfort ? 

If there is, tell me. Shall I fetch my fawn ? 

Dry up your tears, and he is your's this moment, 


| ConsSTANTIA, 
No, Sylvia, no! 
| ut e 
SYLVIA. For « 
He muſt, 40 ſhall be your's. 
Refuſe me not, IL'Il run and bring him to you. 
[ Exit, 
Cox: f 
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CorsTANTIA. (alone) 
Alas! I fear my brain will turn the fun 
Full ſixteen times has made his annual cout ſe, 
Since here I've dragg' a miſerable being, 
The victim of deſpair ; which long c'er now, 
To phrenzy kindling, muſt have forc'd me daſh 
My brain in madneſs on yon flinty rocks, 
And end my pangs at once; if the keen inſtinct 
Of ſtrong maternal love had not reſtrain'd 
My wild diſorder'd ſoul, and bade me live 
To watch her tender infancy ; to rear 
Her blooming years ; with fond delighted care 
To tend each bloſſom of her growing mind, 
And ſee light gradual dawning on her ſoul. 
And yet to ſee her thus, to ſee her here, 
Cut off from ev'ry ſocial bliſs ; condemn'd, 
Like ſome fair flow'r that in a deſart blows: 
To breath its ſweets into the paſſing wind, 
And watte its bloom all unperceiv'd away! 
t is enough to break a mother's heart. 
Let me not think on't ; let me ſhun that thought. 


(/its down, and. ſings) 


J. | 

What tho' his guilt my heart hath torn, * 
Yet lovely is his mien, 1 
His eyes mild-op'ning as the morn, | 


— _— — 
— = — 
i 4 En 
2 — — — 


Round him each grace is ſcen. WI. | 

Wh: | 

dut oh! ye nymphs, your loves nver let him vin, 1 

5 vo | 

For oh! deceit and falſchood dwell within, | "hh 

ll... l 

II. 4 

From his red lips his accents ſtole, | 1 
Soft as kind vernal ſnows ; [ 


Melting they came, and in the foul 1 
Deſire and joy arvie, 1 


Vor. III. C c Pur (| 


402 THE DESERT ISLAND, 
But oh! ye nymphs, ne'er liſten to his art, 
For oh! baſe falſehood rankles in his heart, 


III. ; 


He left me in this lonely ſtate! 
He flcd, and left me here, 


Another Ariadne's fate, 1 
o mourn the live-long year. 
He fled ; but oh! what pains the heart muſt prove, F 
When we reveal the crimes of him we love! A 
1 
Re-enter SYLVIA« J 
SYLVIA. L 
A 
cannot bring him now: in yonder ſtream, | 
That through its pebbled channel e along, 
Soft murm'ring to the ſea, he ſtands to cool 
11is beauteous form in the pure limpid rill. 
ConSTANTIA., 8 
To the e he cauſes joy; but joy to me Or 
There's nothing now can bring. Left by my hui- f M) 
band! In ( 
By the falſe, barb'rous man ! An 
Yo 
SYLVIA. Up 
And yet this man, 
This falſe, deceitful man, yon ſtill regret. 
| vow, I can't but think, midſt all your grief, Anc 
All your reproaches, your complaints againſt him. 
That fill this falſe, this cruel, fell deceiver, | 
las found, —I know not why—within your brealt Min 
Some tender advocate, to plead his cauſe. Stro 
No! 


(Cov But 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 403 


CONSTANTIA, 
No, Sylvia, no; my love is turn'd to hate. 


SyLVIA. 


Then dry your ſorrows, and this day begin 
A happier train of years. And lo! the ſun 
Emerges from the fea : he lifts his orb 
Above the purpled main, and ſtreams abroad 
His golden fluid o'er the world. The birds 
Exulting wake their notes; all things rejoice, 
And hills, and groves, and rocks, and vallies ſmile, 
Let me entreat you then forget your cares, 
And ſhare the general bliſs. 

(Tye ſun is feen to riſe at a diſtance, as it were 

out of the ſea) 


CoNSTANTIA. 


Once more all hail, 

Thou radiant power, who in your bright career, 
Or riſing or deſcending, haſt beheld 

My never-ceaſing woe! Again thou climb'ſt 

In orient glory, and recall'ſt the cares, 

And toils of man and beaſt! Butoh! in all 

Your flaming courſe, your beams will never I:gh . 
Upon a wretch ſo loſt, ſo curſt as I am, 


SYLVIA. 
And yet, my mother 


ConsTANTIA. 


Mine are pangs, my child, 
Strokes of adverſity no time can cure, 
No lenient arts can ſoften or afſuape. 
But I'll not grieve thee, Sylvia; Il retire 
| C62 To 


2 
— _— 


. — - 


5 —— 


— 
2 
= 


— — — - = —_ — 
* a 1 Z I - 


— 


— — o 


4 — - — 1 — — 


= * 


— —— — — 


" ron -- 
— — 2 
: —— * 


= = ===. = = 


— 


. . — 
« — —2 —— —. 
5 2 4 - - ＋ 2 = = : 
— — * * — * — = :, 
2 — == — - N — 


22 
1 
== 


2A 


— —.— 


— — 
— — — 


— — — — — 
—̃ — — 


= 
4 
4 —— 

— — 


8 


—— — 
— 
* — 


— — — 


TI 


— - — ” * 
8 — 
» iD F — 
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To ſome ſequeſter'd haunt: there, all forlorn, 
I'll fit, and wear myſelf away in thought. [ Exit, 


Syrvia. (alone) 


Alas! how obſtinately bent on grief 

Is her whole mind! the votariſt of care! 

In vain I try to ſoften her afflictions, 

And with each art beguile her from her woe. 

I chide, intreat, careſs, yet all in vain. 

And what to me ſeems ſtrange, perverſe, and 
| wond'rous, 

The more I ſtrive, the more her ſorrows ſwell ; 
Her tears the faſter fall, fall down her check 


In ſtreams ſo copious, and ſuch bitter anguith, ( 
That I myſelf at length, I know not how, N 
Catch the ſoft weakneſs, and o'erpow'r'd with grief, 7 
Flow all diſſolving in unbidden tears. I 
Aſſiſt her Heav'n! her heart will break at laſt. It 
I tremble at the thought. I'Il follow ſtraight, A 
And {till implore, beſeech, try ev'ry way E 
To reconcile her to herſelf and me. E 
zut ſee, look yonder ! what a ſight is there! A 

Vhat can it mean, that huge, enormous mals, V 
That moves upon the boſom of the deep! IN 
A floating mountain No: a mountain never A; 
Could change its place. For ſuch a monſtrous bil; Ai 
How light it urges on its way! how quick, Pr 
How rapid in its courſe! What can it be? N. 
I' to the ſhore, and from the pointed rock Pr 
Thar juts into the waves, at leiſure view I. 
Ihis wond'rous ſight, and what it is explore. Ne 
Ne 


End of the FIRST ACT. Oh 
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ACT the SEC ON D. 


SCENE, Another view of the Nand, with an opening 
to the ſea between ſeveral hills and rocks, 


Enter SYLVIA, 


SYLVIA. 


TILL I behold it; ſtill it glides along 

Thro' the tumultuous ſea. And lo! before it 
The waves divide! and now they cloſe again, 
Leaving a tract of angry foam behind. 
It muſt be, ſure, ſome monſter of the deep. 
And ſee! upon its huge broad back it bears 
Expanded wings, that, ſpreading to the wind, 
Lie broad BIEN Er the furge beneath. 
Ah! ſave me, ſave me! what new forms appear! 
What ſhapes of unknown being riſe before me ! 
From yon huge moniter's fide they iffue forth, 
And bolt upon the ſhore !—behold, they itop, 
And now with eager, diſconcerted pace, 
Precipitate ruth forward on the ifle ! 
Now 'mongſt the rocks they wind their ſilent way. 
Protect me, Heav' n! defend me! thield me !—ah! 
ide me, ye woods, within your deep recels ; 
Ne'er may theſe monſters penetrate your haunts ; 
Ne'er trace my footſteps thro” your darkiome ways, 
Behind the covert of this woodbine bow'r 

On! let me reſt conceal'd! (foe retires) 
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' 


Enter FERDINAND and HENRICO. 


HExRIcO. 


No trace appears, 

No veltige here is ſeen of human kind. 

Tis drear, tis waſte, and unfrequented all, 

And hark !—what noiſe !—from yonder toiling deen 
How dreadful ſounds the pealing roar !—My friend, 
My valued Ferdinand, *twere beſt retire, 

This cannot be the place. 


FERDINAND. 


Oh ! my Henrico, | 

This is the fatal ſhore, The well-known ſcene; 

Yon bay, yon rocks, yon mountains, from whoſe 
brow 3 | 

Th' imbow'ring foreſt overhangs the deep; 

Each well-remember'd object ſtrikes my view, 

Anſwers the image in my mind preſerv'd, 

Engraven there by love's recording hand, 

And never, but with liſe, to fade from thence. 


HexRico. 
And yet thy love-cnfecbled ſoul may form 
Imaginary tokens of reſemblance. 
The foil unbeaten ſeems by mortal ſtep. 


F:RDINAND. 
My heart in ev'ry pulſe confirms it to me. 
This is the place, the dreary ſpot, where late 
Begin to weave the tiſtue of my wocs. 
Oh! I Was cur't, abhorr'd of i leav'n, or elle 
Inc'er had truſted the contentious waves, 
But kept my Kore of happineſs at home. 


F-LEN=- 
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HN RIco. 


Repine not for an action that aroſe 
From filial piety. A father's mandate 
Requir'd obedience from you. 


FERDINAND, 


To his ſummons 

| paid a glad attention. Yet, good Teay'n ! 
Why in that early period of my bli!s 

Should then his orders come, to daſh ray joys ? 
Oh! I was bleſt with all that rateſt beauty, 
With all that ev'ry Venus of the intndd, 

The tender heart, and the enhiven'd wit 

Could pour delightful on the raptur'd ſenſe 

Of the young bridc groom, whole admiting eyes 
Still hung enamour'd on her cv'ry chatte, 
Ard thence drank long inipiring travis of love, 
Unlated (till, ſtill kindliag at the Vicw. 


HeENR1CO. 
Indeed, ray Ferdinand, thy fate was hard! 
y 3 


FERDINAND. 


Each ſoft defire, each joy refin'd was mine. 
The hours ſoft glicied by, and as they pals 0 
Scatter'd new ble {fings from their bain v Wings; 


. 


TYJ7?7 


They ſaw our ever-new delight, they fan. 
\ blooming offspring crywn Gur murual loves; 
The mother's features, and her ev'ry grace 
In this our daughter exquititery trag'. | 


But to be torn f. rom that ſuprenie of Us! 
My w: te Conitantia,-—and my tous, babe, 
* ere to! Je left On BY 5 n l 5 

10 pine in bitternets of want! t neir = (| 


he cold bare cart! , While the NC CHIC WINGS 
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From yonder main came howling round their heads: 
Until at length the friendly hand of Death 
In pity threw his ſhrowd upon their woes. 


HeNnRico, 
Too ſure, I fear, they're loſt. 


FERDINAND. 
Perhaps, my friend, 
Perhaps, when gaſping in the pangs of death, 
When ev'ry beauty faded from her cheek, 
And her eye languiſh'd motionleſs and dim, 
Perhaps ev'n then, in that ſad, diſmal hour, 
My name ſtill hover'd on her quiv'ring lips, 
And nought but death could tear me from her heart, 


HexRico. 
Her tend'reſt thoughts no doubt were fix'd on thee. 


FERDINAND. 


Her tend'reſt thoughts? Oh! no: her utmoſt race, 
Who knows, Henrico, but ſhe deem'd me falſe; 
Deem'd ume a vile deſerter from her arms? 

She did, te nut: each ſtrong appearance join'd 


To mark me guiity. On! that thought {ſtrikes 


deep 

Its (corpion {tings into my very heart. 
Could the but think me to refin'd in guilt, 
So EXQuUUItE a villain, as to cauſe 

A moment's anguiſn in that tender breaſt, 
VWh-re all the loves, where all the virtues dwelt ; - 
"I'were mier twere torture in th' extrerne! 
And yet ſhe thought me ſuch; by Heav'n ſhe did; 
Accus'd inc of the wor wy the blackeſt treaſon, 

Of treaſon to my love! Stung with th' idea 
She roam'd this ie, and to thee deſert wilds 
; Pour” 


MF} Me - — — hand fend war 


” A 
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Pour'd forth her lamentable tale. Who knows 
But on ſome craggy cliff whole nights ſhe ſat 
Raving in madnels to the moon's pale gleam ; 
Until at length all kindling into phrenzy, 

Claſping her infant cloſer to her breaſt, 

With deſperation wild from off the rock 

Headlong ſhe plung'd into the roaring fea, 

And her laſt accents murmur'd faithleſs Ferdinand! 


Hexrico. 


Diſtract not thus your ſoul with fancied woes. 

Se could not think thee faithleſs; thee, whoſe 
mind, 

Whole ev'ry virtue were ſo well approv'd. 


FERDINAND. 


Still will J hope ſhe did not. Oh! ſhe Knew 
made that voyage in duty to a father. 

Awhile we ſtcer'd a happy courſe, until 
Beneath the burning line, from w hence the ſun 
in ſtraight direction pours his ardent blaze 

On ev'ry fever'd ſenſe, a ſtorm aroſe, 

Sudden and wild; Nas if a war of nature 

Vere thund'ring o'er our heads. Full twenty days 
It drove us headlong on the daſhing furge 

Far from our deſtin' 4 way, until at length 

In cvil hour we landed on this i Ille. 


SyLvia retamms, and pecps from behind a bedge. 


Sri. 
aer T heard a ſound, as if the e both 

eld mutual converte. Yonder lo! they ſtand: 
hey «9 DO folic 44 z. Vha At Cabal they be? 0 
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FeRDINAND. 


There is the ſpot, juſt where yon aged trie 
Imbrowns the plain bencath, on which the villains 
The unrelenting ban of pirates, ſeiz'd me. 
There I receiv'd my wound, and there 1 fought 
Till my ſword ſhiver'd in my hand. Worn out, 
Oppreſs'd by numbers, pow'rleſs, ano diſarm'd, 
They bore me headlong to the beach; in vain 
Piercing the air with horrid cries; in vain 

Back tow'rd the cave, where poor Conſtantia ſlept, 


3 


With her lov'd infant daughter in her arms, RN 
training my ardent eyes; my cyes alone! | 
For oh ! their cruelty had bound my arms, 
And tears and looks were all I then could uſe, 
B. 
SYLVIA. | A 
. ISR . T 
ne vaice but uniſtinctly ſtrikes my ear, | ( 
V, ould zitey would turn this way. 7 
FERDINAND, 5 
Fetter'd , ty. down, 
They dragg'd me to the veſſel. Bore me hence. = 
In vain our ſhip purſu' d: in vain gave chace. 5 
Form'd with dete ted ſkill, the gui :lry bark wy 
In which they piung'd nic, gliding o'er the main, Þ 


Outſtripp'd their tardy courſe. We ſteer'd away ih 
Far to the regions of accurſed bondage. 

Far from Conſtantia, f far from ev Ty Joy 

A dating Iwufband, and delighted firher 
Feels in mix'd rapture with his wife and child. 
Ch! I could pour my plaints but I'll not wound! A 
Thy car, my friend, vith further lamentation. 5 


Tzxrico, | > 
i 101 
Would I Ieaven I could remove the cauſe, 4 


Tra 
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FERDINAND, 
Alus! 
That cannot be. Thou can'ſt not bid return 
The irrevocable flight of time; recall 
The moments of our young de light; annul 
And render void, what once the hand of fate 
Hath from it's Rotes of woe pour'd down upon me. 


SYLVIA. (half conccaled) 


Why will they ſtand with looks averted thus? 
long to ſce their countenance and mien. 


FrRDINAND. 


But yet, thou bcſt of friends, yet grant me this, 
Aſſiſt my ſearch; Oh! let me roam around 

This fatal ſhore | the ille's circumference 

(Circles a ſcanty ipace. We cannot [ule 

Lach other heic. Do thou purſue that path 

i hat leads dug cat: this way Fl bend my courſe. 


IIINRICO. 


„Fleav'n there is no taſk of hardihood, 
t toil, or d. anger, but I'll try for thee ; 
vor thee, my friend: to thee I owe my life, 
And that more precious boon, my liberty : : 
Thou naſt rele d ine trom the vallin: Z chain, 
1 OM fTav'ry's bitter preſſurc. Twas thy | ill 
That form'd the plan of freedom, iciz 4 the veſſel, 
nc d made, your ſriends the partnirs of your fliglit. 
Fo thee Il} roam around: but oh! I ſear 


Our -Careh will prove in Vain. 


FERDINAND; 


Py 
* 


100 {u © it will. 
And 8 1. r EC] i 
Ale Yer it BI tune dm Ol iove 1. e mine 
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To dwell for ever on the fad idea 

Of the dear object loſt ; to viſit oft 

(A lonely pilgrim) ev'ry well known ſcene, 
Fach haunted glade, where the lov'd object ſtray'd; 
To call each circumſtance of paſs'd delight 

Back to the foul : in fond excurſions ſeek 

Her dear lamented form. Then, oh ! my friend, 
Then let me taſte that ſad, that penſive comfort. 
Range thro' theſe wilds ; aſcend each craggy ſteep, 
Try in each grotto, in each gloomy cave 

If haply there remain ſome veſtige of Conſtantia. 


[ Exit, 


HewRico. 
On yonder beach we'll meet again, Farewell ! 


SYLVIA. 


Conceal thee, Sylvia. Ah !—it comes this way! 
Then let me ſeek the covert of the woods, 
Where nods the browneſt horror; there lie ſafe 
From the unuſual fight of theſe ſtrange beings. 


[ Exit, 


Hrrgico, clus. 
How cruel is my friend's condition! Doom'd 
For ever to regret, yet never find 
The object of his ſoul. IIis early love 
He laviſh'd all on her: with her it goes 
fo the dank grave, and leaves him hapleſs here 
To die a lingering death. Yer fHILT' try, 
By ev'ry office friendſhip can perſorm, 
Lo heal ito weund that preys upon his life. 


[ Exit. 


EL 
& (Cit 
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Scene, Another Part of the Mand. 
Enter SYLVIA, 


SYLVIA. 


What have my eyes beheld? My flutt'ring heart 
Beats quick in ſtrange emotions. From yon grove 
Of tufted trees, I ſaw this nameleſs being 

Walk o'er the ruſſet heath. It's face appear'd 
Confels'd to view. It cannot be a man. 

No lines of cruelty deform'd his viſage. 

Were it a man, his untam'd, ſavage ſoul, 

Would ſtrongly ſpeak in each diſtorted feature, 
This was all pleaſing, amiable, and mill : 

A gentle ſorrow, bright'ning into tmiles, 

Such as beſpoke a calm, yet feeling ſpirit, 

Sat on 1t's peaceful "Wie and o'er it threw 

A gentle gleam of ſweetneſs and of pain. 

It cannot be a woman neither ; no; 

The dreſs accords not with that mode, which oft 
My mother hath deſcrib'd. Whate'er it be, 
Attraction dwells about it; winning ſiniles; 
Alſuaſive airs of tenderneſs and] Joy. 

Ill feek my mother: ſhe perhaps may know 
Theſe forms, to me unulual. By this row 

Of darkſome pines, my ſteps, all unperceiv'd, 
May gain the place where with aſſiduons hand 
She works, and teaches the rude rocks to tell 
Her mourniul elegy, What mean my fect ? 
Why ſtand they thus forgetful of their ottice? 
Why heaves th' :nvoluntary tigh? And why 
thus in quick pulſes beats my heart? My eyes 
A miſty dimneſs covers: in my ears 

Strange murmurs ſound; my very breath is loſt. 
What can it be ?—I know thee, Fear l—'tls chou 
That cauſeſt this! And yet it can't be fear. 


Fear 
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Fear cannot thrill with pleaſure thro' the veins ; 

Knows not this dubious joy, theſe grateful tr). 
blings. 

J cannot gueſs what theſe emotions mean; 

Nor what this buſy thing my heart would want! 

Let me ſeek ſhelter in my mother's arms. [ Exit, 


Scene changes to the fit View of the Ifland, Whey? 
| Conflanita's Inſcription is ſeen; 


Enter FERDINAND. 


FERDINAND, 
No; never more ſhall theſe fond eyes behold her; 
I olt, loſt, my poor Conſtantia loſt! In vain 
I ſearch theſe gloomy whods in vain call out 
Her honour'd name to ev'ry hill and dale, 
My eyes are falſe, or on the craggy baſe 
Of yonder rock ſome inſtrument appears, 
The mark of human kind. A broken ſword ! 
Oh! all ye heav'nly pow'rs !—the very ſame ! 
This once was mine! Unfaithful to it's truſt, 
It fail'd me at my utmoſt need. I ſee 
'The well known characters; the very words 
That form'd it's motto. "I's, it is the ſame: 
Oh! were Conſtantia found! What do I ſee? 
All o'er with hair the flinty rock beftrew'd ! 
Theſe were her decent treſſes; theſe in anguiſh 
She tore relentleſs from her beauteous head, 
Up by the roots the tore, and ſcatter'd wild 
To all the paſſing winds. She ſtill may live! 
Conſtantia !—ha !—what myſtic characters 
Are hewn 1 into the rock ?—My name appears ! 


(he reads) Be 


STOP 
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STOP TRAVELLER, 
HERE 
CONSTANTIA, 
WITH HER LITTLE INFANT, 
SYLVIA, 

WAS DESERTED BY HER HUSBAND, 
THE PERFIDIOUS 
FERDINAND; 

WHO PRETENDING TO LAND HER 
FOR REFRESHMENT 
FROM THE DANGERS OF A STORMY STA, 
BARBAROUSLY LEFT HER 
ON THIS UNHOSPITABLE ISLAND, 
WHERE SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFT. 


Support me, Heav'n! Ah! no; withhold your aid, 
Ye unrelenting Pow'rs, and let me thus, | 
Fach vital ſpark ſubſiding, thus expire. 


(leans againft the rock) 


Enter Henrico. 


Henrico. 


What hoa ! my Ferdinand! this way the ſound 
Struck on my liſt'ning ear. What means my friend 
Thus growing to the rock, transform'd to ſtone, 

A breathing ſtatue, midit theſe ſhapeleſs piles? 


FERDINAND. 
Behold ! read there ! 


_— 
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HER RICO. 


Letters engrav'd ! 
[ he reads part to himſelf, and then repents aloud 


SHE ENDED HER DEPLORABLE LIFE. 


Alas! my friend—(They gaze ſpeechleſs at each other 
for ſome time, then Ferdinand falls) 


The ſtorm of grief o'erpow'rs his fecble ſpirits. 
Now rouze thy ſtrength, my Ferdinand, and bear 
This load of ſorrow like a man. 


FERDINAND. 


I do; ; 
Thou ſee'ſt I do. I do not weep, my friend; 
Theſe eyes are dry; their very ſource is dry. 
I am her cruel huſband to the laſt; 


HENRIcO. 
Oh! thou wert ever kind and tender to her. 


FERDINAND, 


Tender and kind !—look there !—there ſtands the 
black, 

The horrid roll of guilt denounc'd againſt me. 

Lo! the dread characters! let me peruſe 

The whole ſad record ; of this bitter woe 

Still deeper drink, and gorge me with affliction. 


(he reads) 
FRIEND! 
WHOE'ER THOU ART, 


PITY MY WRONGS, 
BUT 


OO ZZ Dp OG DID HD ws 
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BUT AGAINST MY HUSBAND, 
(FOR LOVE LIKE MINE CANNOT FORGET 


WHERE ONCE WITH DELIGHT Ir FIXED) 
I CHARGE YOU NEVER MEDITATE RE 


Revenge, ſhe meant to ſay : the word's begun! 
But Death untimely ſtopt her hand. Oh ! miſery! 
She thought me falſe, and yet could love me till. 
The wound now pierces deeper. Had ſhe loath'd me, 
Abhorr'd me, curs'd me, 'twere not half the torture 
This angel-goodneſs cauſes. And to loſe her! 

To loſe a mind like her's, that thus could pour 

Such unexampled tenderneſs and love, 

Amidſt the keeneſt anguiſh ! On the carth 

Meaſure thy length, thou wretch accurſt! there lie, 
For ever lie, and to theſe woods and wilds 

Howl out thy griefs in madneſs and deſpair, 


Hrxrrco. 


| feel; I feel thy ſorrows. Oh! my friend, 
Cruel event! your tears, alas! are juſt. 
Thoſe guſhing ſorrows may aſſauge your grief, 
This ſtorm of rage attemp'ring into peace. 


FERDINAND. 
Who talks of peace? Let phrenzy ſc 126 my brain. 
Come, moon- ſtruck Madnels, with thy glaring oh 
Ant clanking chain; come, ſhoot thy kindling fir. 
Into my utmoſt ſoul ; blaſt ev'ry pow'r ; 
Raze each idea out; tear up at once 
The ſeat of memory—no—leave me that ; 
Still leave me memory, to picture forth 
Conſtantia's lovely form, that I may fir, 
With unclad ſides, upon ſome blaited heath, 


And gloat upon her image; fee her ſt! II, 
Yor. III. * d See 
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See her whole days with fancy's guſhing eye, a 
And gaze on that alone. , 
( 
Hzrxrico, ( 
Ariſe, my friend, \ 
And quit this fatal ſhore. 1 
1 
FERDINAND, If 
And quit this ſhore! b 
But whither turn? Ah! whither ſhall Igo? 1 
Where ſhelter me from miſery ?—This iſle - 
Shall be my journcy's bound. A 
HexR1co, 
What can'ſt thou mean? U 
FnRDIN AND. A 
Never again to draw tae vital air 
But where my love expir'd ! To feed my foul p 
With theſe ſad objects, this ſepulchral tale, I. 
Fv'n to the height of yet unheard-of anguith : M 
Jo print my pious kiſſes on the rock; ww 
To bathe the ground, which her dear footſteps 4 
preſs'd, 1} 
With the inceſſant tears of burning anguiſh ; 
To make thele wilds all vocal with her name, 
Till this cold lifeleſs tongue ſhall move no more. 
Hexrico. 5 
By Heav'n, you muſt not ſtay; 0 
| FeapiNaxD. * 


Farewell! farewell! 
Conſult thy happineſs !—for ever here 
By fate I'm doon!'d to ſtay, Alas! Conſtantia! 


05 
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To periſh with thy infant here! No friend 
To cloſe thy ghaſtly orbs! Thy pale remains 
On the bare earth expos'd, without the tribute 
Of a fond huſband's tears o'er thy dead corle 
Without the laſt ſad obſequies! Yet here, 
Iſtill will raiſe an empty ſepulchre. 
There ſhall no cold, unconſcious marble form, 
In mockery of imitated woe, 
Bend o'er the fancy'd urn : myſelf will be 
The ſad, the penſive, monumental figure, 
Diſtilling real anguiſh o'er the ton ib; 


Till waſting by degrees I moulder down, 
And Gnk to ſilent duſt. 


HENRIC0O. 


What man could do, 
Already you've performd 


FERDINAND. 
Prithee, no more. | 
| will about it ſtreight. This place affords 
Materials for the work. Thither I'll bring 
Whate'er can deck the ſcene. Conſtantia, yes: 
| will appeaſe thy diſcontented ſhade, 
Ihen follow thee to yonder realms of bliſs. 


[ Exit, 


HzxRri1co. 


His vehemence of grief bears down his reaſon. 
He muſt not linger here. His ſtay were fatal. 
Force will be neceſſary: to our veſſel 

Il haſten back, and call fome truſty friends 
To bear hin from this melancholy ſhore. 


End of the SECOND ACT, 
D d 2 ACT 
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Sn. 


The ſame Scene continues. 


Enter SYLVI1A. 


HRO' the thick-woven ſhade of arching bowr's, 
Thro' walks, where never ſun- beam pierc'd, at 
length 
I've gain'd this deep-encircled vale, Ah! me! 
I feel ftrange tremors ſtill. She is not here! 
Conſtantia !—no reply :—her mourntul ta[k 
Waits for her ling'ring hand. —What noiſe is that? 
I heard tome ſteps advancing. Iis my fawn 
That ruſtles thro' the foreſt glade: he ſtops 
And looks, then runs, and {tops again, to take 
A fearful gaze ! he roo perhaps has ſeen 
Theſe unknown beings. Yonder lo ! he ſtands 
In mute expreſſive wonder. Heav'n protect me! 
Thro' this cloſe path, that gradual winding up 
Leads on to plains, to woods, to verdant lawns 
Emboſom'd in the rock, I'll journey up. 
The day now glows intenſe, but by the rills, 
That thro' embow ring groves come purling down, 
I oft can lay me, and enjoy each breeze 
That plays amid thoſe craggy ſcenes. A noiſe 
From yonder interwoven branches. Ha ! 
Ye ouarding angels, ſave me i—lee, ler there! 
It comes again ! 


Euter HENRIcO. 


HeNnkico, 


What beauteous form in theſe ſorelone abodes 
Attracts my wond'ring eyes? 


hy 4 
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SY LVIA, 
Ye heav'nly powr's ! [retiring ſrom him, 


Henrico, 


It ſwims before my ſight. Whate'er thou art, 
Virgin, or goddeſs—oh ! a goddeſs ſure! 
Thou goddeſs of theſe manſions ! for thy looks 
Beam heav'nly radiance, with propitious ears 
Accept my ſupplication. 


SyLVIA. 
Ha! it ſpeaks; 
It ſpeaks ! what doſt thou mean? 


HexRrico, 


Oh! ſay what place, 
What clime is this? And what art thou that thus 
Adorn'ſt this lone retreat? 


SYLVIA. 


Will you firſt 
Promite to come no nearer ? 


HENAICO. 


With devotion 
As true as ever pilgrim offer'd up 
In holy fervor to his faint, I promiſe. 


SYLVIA. 


How gentle it's demeanor ! tell me now 
Who and what art thou ? 


bas: Haw 
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HZNRICO. 


Jam born to miſery ; 
A man, whom fate 


SY LVL. 


A man Hurt thou a man? 
efend ie Hicav'n! ye guardian powr's protect me, 
: [ Tuning. away, 


Hrvgrico. 


Nay, fly me not: a ſudden impulſe here 
Bids me purſue. Forgive, thou unknown fair, 
That with ſoft violence I thus preſume 
To force thee meaſure back thy ſteps again. 
Le brings her back, 


SYLVIA. 
Force me not thus, inhuman, barb'rous man! 
hat have I 1a1d—Oh ! worthy gen'rous man, 
Thus on ny knees I keg ; have ing on me. 
I never did you harin; indeed 1 did not. 


IIExRIco. 


Arife, (raiſes ber) thou lovely tenant of theft 


woods, 
And jet me this thus as befits the man 
97905 mind runs o'er with raptuxre and ſurprize, 


Whoſe heart throbs wild with mingled doubt and joy, 


thus $0 me worſfur this cclettial torm, 

I iis heav'nly bright iſs, to my wond'ring eyes 
That ſheds ſuch influence, as when an an: uy 
Breaks thro' a flood Aae ta the ght 

Of ſome expiring tant, and cheors his ſoul 
With vitous of diſcloſing h cav'n. 


©” YT „* 
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SYLVIA. 


He kneels ! 

He kneels to me! how mild his c'ery look! 
How ſoft each word !—can man be tender thus, 
O! gentle mien, compa Honate and kind ? 


Hrxr1co. 
In me thou fec'it a wretch, whole heart is prone 
To melt at each idea beauty prints 
On his delighted ſenſe; and ſure ſuch be- eye 
Touc! * by the hand of harmony, 4 orn'd 
With mexpreTive graces, well may claim 
My lowlici adoration and 1 my love. 


Sy * s.Y [ A . 


This languag is new ; but {F111 it has 


I know not % BY ot charming in't, that gains 
Upon the liſt'ning ear. It this be [al! one: 


Then failhood Can aſfume a pleaſing look. 


, 
Ax 


=XNR100; 
Oh! it thou art as gracious as thou'rt fair, 
day have 45 gu cen Conſtantia? when and where, 
And how did ſhe expire? 


SyrLVIA. 
Con? 11 ant! | I: vc 3 
Vhy did'ſt thou ſay expire? My mother lives, 
Lives in theſę biet abodes. 
IIrNRlcg. 
Oh! gentle Sylvia, 


- 


SOT will call ther, daughter of Conſtantia, 
Mean time 1 it ſock 


_—_— ! i . 4 
Oh! flu and 5 
1 4% „ 

0 2 $a * 1 9 $* + 1 
Ih“ affliged Ferdinand. 


D d 4 
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SYLVIA. 


What doſt thou ſay ? 
Can he, can Ferdinand be here? That falſe, 
Perfidious, barb'rous man, can he be here? 


HENRICo. 
He is, my fair; nor barbarous nor falſe. 


Fortune that made him wretched, could no more. 
Anon you'll know the whole; to waſte a moment 


In conf'rence now, and longer to ſuſpend 
The mecting of this pair, who now in agony 
Bemoan their lot, were barbarous indeed. 


SYLVIA. | 
But may I truſt him? Won't he do her harm ? 


Hexrico. 
He won't, my beauteous fair. 


SYLVIA, 
Is he like you? 


Hrxrico. 
lis goodneſs far tranſcends me. 


SYLVIA. 


Then I think 
Ill venture to comply. Let's go together. 


Hrxxrico. 


Oh ! I could tend thy ſteps for ever; hear 
Soft accents warbling from thy vermeil lip; 


Watch thy. mild- glancing eye; behold how grace, 
D 4 Whas 
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Whaté'er you do, which ever way you bend, 


Guides each harmonious movement; but this hour 


Is friendſhip's due: then let us inſtant fly 


Thro' diff'rent windings ; thou to ſeek Conſtantia, 


And I to find her huſband : haply ſo 


Their meeting will be ſoon. Mean time farewell! 


bring him to this very ſpot. Adieu! 
For a ſhort interval adieu, my love! 


SYLVIA. 


Farewell l—another word: pray what's your name? 


Hznxz1co. 
Fair excellence, Henrico I am call'd. 


SYLVIA. 
Pray do not tarry long, Henrico. 


Herxrico. 
Why | 
That pleaſing charge, my ſweet ? 


SYLVIA, 


| cannot tell; 

But as you're leaving me, each ſtep you move, 
My ſpirits fink ; a melancholy gloom 

Darkens the ſcene around, and I methinks 
Helpleſs in folitude am left again, 

1o wander all alone a drcary way, 


Hzxz1co. 
Thou angel fweetneſs ! I'll return anon; 
Yes, I will come, and at that lovely ſhrine 
» 5 . i 
Pour out my adcraticn and my vows, 
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Yes, I will come, to part from thee no more; 
A moment now farewell! [ Exit, 


SYLVIA. (alone) 
Farewell ! be ſure you kee. b your . ord: he's gone, 


And yet ” with me [71] Abſent J hear 
And fer kim in his ab 


Ge [111] his looks 
Beam with mild dig 1005 and itill his voice 
See ne in my car deli ghtful. What it means, 
THR. bew. born ſenſe, this wonderful emotion, 


| eit til now, and mix'd of pain and) JOY, 
[- T'1cls. How my heart dutters in me! | 
Pinot perlen myſe If with vain conjecture, 
V1 ate"; zuſe, tht effect, 1 feel, is picaling. : 
Coiuentia is herd fins ing within the ſce nes. 7 
ME: what noiſe is that? My mother's voice ( 
Api ſhe.pours her melancholy forth, 

hs 8 plaintive, as when Philomel, ( 
B.neath fone poplar ſhade, bemoans her young, [ 
And fitting peniive on the lonely bough, F 
Her eye with ſorrow dimm d, ſic tunes her dirge, * 
Warbling the nicht away,.w hilc all aroun 1 1 
The vocal wood! and, and cach hill and dale \ 
Ring with her grieſs harmonions. Fark. that way 1 

It ſounds. All gracious pow'rs direct me to her. 

[ Exit, 
\ 
Euter CoNnsSTANTIA, A 
ConSTANTIA; 

From walk to W. Uk, from glade to glade, o'er all 7 
The ſca-girt lic, oer eV IVY mountain's top, 1 
I roam from place to place but oh! no place N 


Aﬀords relief to me. The fun now leacs 
The jultry! rh and from His hurning ray 
Lach living thing retues; yet J endure 
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His fierceſt rage. The fever in my mind 
tleeds not external circumſtance: each day 
Sees this fad heart freſh bleeding as at firſt. 
Delay not thus, ye cruel ſates, but come 
And wrap me in eternal reſt. Till then 
Let me purſue my melancholy taſk. 
L 2worRs. at the ſcription, 


Later FERDINAND, 


FERDINAND. 


Away with their ill-tim'd officious care. 

PII none of it. is crue AY, not friendſhip : 

Jis miſery protracted ; *tis with art, 

Inhuman art to lengthen out the life 

Of him, who groans in torment. No; they never 
Mall 

Compel m e back to a baſe world again! 

I've liv'd enaug' 1: my. courſe 1s ended here; 

For here Conſtantia lies. Ye heav'nly pow'rs ! 

What mean upon von conſec rated ground 

That vitionary form, with lifte. 5, Arm 

And gienming tec}, that ſeems in act to carve 

The rugged one? 


Cos TAN TIA. 
What is't Thear! a voice! 
A groan! from wience—aa ! [ Scein? Ferdinand, 


7 4 
Tis Conftantia's form | | 

* W SES <P 11 4A qr BY 
Her diſcontented ſn ide, that hovers fill 
About 1 ; Mae. 
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CoNnSTANEIA, 
Deluſive, air- drawn ſhape 


Of that pertidious—ah ! [She ſaints away, 


FERDINAND, 


Leave me not thus. 
Oh! ever gracious, ever gentle, ſay; 
Tis gone; in ſullen filence gone! 


Enter HxNRIcO. 


HNRICO. 


Quick let me find him, to his raptur'd ear 
Give the delightful tididings—ha! 


Fr DIN AND. 


And thus 
I ſink at once and follow my belov'd, 


[ Falls into Henrico's arms. 


Hrwnico, 


He faints, he faints; the chilling dews of death 
Diſtil thro' every pore. My Ferdinand, 
Awake, ariſe, and hear the joyful one 

Of happineſs reſtor'd. His eyes unfold 
To feek fair day light, and now cloſe again 

As if they ſicken d at the view. 


FrrpiNAND, 


Forbear, 


And det me die! 


Hex- 


rn — A 


y * 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 


Henrico. 


Conſtantia lives! ſhe lives 
Once more to fold thee in her warm embrace. 


FERDINAND. 


I ſaw her fleeting form: ſullen and pale 
It vaniſh'd from my fight. 


ConsTANTIA. 
Alas! no help! 
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Oh! death, where art thou? [ coming to herſelf. 


HNRICO. 


Whence that voice? 
Conſtantia there! behold! ſhe too entranc'd 
Lies ftretch'd upon the ground. 


FERDINAND, 


Where 1s Conſtantia ? 

Oh! let me catch the fleeting ſhade. Tis ſhe! 
it is my wife! it is Conſtantia! ſtill, 

Oh! ecſtaſy of bliis ? She ſti] ſurvives ! 


CoxnsTaANTIA. 


Tis mere illuſion all; the falſe creation 
Of ſome deceitful dream. 


FERDINAND. 


"Tis real all. 
Again I fold her thus ! the known embrace 


 Hith thrill'd it's wonted tranſport to my heart, 


My life, my ſou}, thy Ferdinand is come. 


Con. 
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ConsTANTIA. 


And com'ſt thou then, inhuman as thou art, 
Com'ſt thou again to wreak thy malice on me? 


FRERDINAN. 


By heav'n I ne'er was falſe. Daſh not my joys 
With thy unkind ſuſpicion of my love, 

While thus tranſported far above the lot 

Of human bliſs, I preſs my lips to thine, 
Inhaling balmy ſweets, and all my foul 

Runs o'er with bliſs, with wonder and delight. 


ConSTANTIA. 
Did'ſt thou not meanly leave me here a prey 


FiapixaxD. 
And can Conſtantia deem me then { baſe? 


Can ſhe believe me {ach a vile betrayer? 
Can'it thou? 


CONSTANTIA. 


On this unhotpitable ſhore 
Lett as I was 


FERDINAxD. 
Oh! miſery! thou we'rt! _ 
While I was drage'd by an inſidious band 
Of pyrates, ſavage blood-hounds ! into bondage. 
But witneſs heav'n, witneis ye midnight hours 
That heard my ceaſeleſs groans, how acar thy image 
Grew to my very heart! 


Cov- 
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CoxnsTANTIA. 


And ha'ſt thou then 
Peen doom'd to flavery ? 


FERDINAND. 
| have, 


CoNnSTANTIA. 


And groan'd 
This long, long time beneath oppreſſion's rod? 


FERDINAND. 


Fer ſince theſe eyes have gaz'd delighted on thee, 
The bitter draught of miſery was mine. 


ConSTANTIA. 
And wert thou true indeed ? 


FERDINAND. 
By Heav'n I was. 


CoMSTANTiA. 


And have I then accus'd thee? Have I pour'd 
A thoufand ſtrong complaints againſt thee? Called 
iligh judging Heav'n to witneſs to my wrongs ? 
Told all theſe w ids, theſe rocks, thele wood crown'd 


hills 
Of injur'd truth and violated love? 
rallely I talk'd, unjuſtly I complain'd 
Ot injur'd truth and ite love; 
My Ferdinand was true ! again 'tis giv'n 
With his lov'd form to olad thele cyes, to ruſh 
With eager tranſport to his fond embrace, 
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To cling around his neck, and growing to him 
Pour the warm tears of rapture and of love. 
Ley eimbrace, 


Enter Sylvia. 


SYLVIA. 


I heard my mother's voice. What do] ſce * 
In a man's arms! embracing and enibrac'd ! 


FERDINAND. 
Is that my Sylvia? Oh! it muſt be fo. 
My child, my child ſurvives! ſurvives to take 
A raptur d father's bleſſing, and o'crpav 
His ſuff' rings paſt by this excels of joy, 
This interview of mingled tears and kifles. 


SYLVIA, 
How gentle his deportment too ! I fee} 11 
A ſoft attraction bind my ſoul to his. * 


Are theſe the men, whom you ſo oſt deſerib dl 
Incxorable, cruel, fell deceivers ? 


_ ConsTANTIA4. Ye 


I was deceiv'd myſelf, my child; for truth, 
Honour, and love, and conitancy are theirs, 
I now have proof of uncxampled gooudneis, NM 


SYLVIA. 


Indeed I ſtrongly thought you wrong'd 'em much, 
When firſt Henrico met my wond'ring eyes; 
| * 8 oy 


Fenn DIN Ax. 
Henrico is my friend, my beſt Conſtantia, 


And thou heicafter ſhalt Know all his virtues. 
S\LVIHA 
1 


{4 
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SYLVIA, 
And ſhall I know him too ? 


HENRIcO. 


Thou ſhalt; and I 
Will live thy ſlave, if thou wilt deign to love me. 


SYLVIA. 


Love you! I know not what you mean by love; 
But if with pleaſure to behold thee; if 

To hang upon thy words; to mourn thy abſence; 
With joy to meet again, and feel my heart 

Form new deſires, and wiſh it knows not what, 

If that be love, I do already love you. 


Henrico. 


Then am TI bleſs'd indeed! ves, thou ſhalt be 
My friend will ſmile conſent—yes thou, fair nymph, 


Shalt be my bride. 


SYLVIA, 
Your bride ! what's that ? 


Hexaico, 
My wife, 


SYLVIA. 


No, Sir, not that, I crave your pardon there, 
To be leit helpleſs on a deſert iſland! 


CoxSTANTIA. 


Thy father did not leave me, Sylvia; no; 


You, III F. e 11 
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He could not prove deliberately falſe, 
His heart was unſuſceptible of fraud, 
Anon you'll know it all. 


HEeNRICo. 
Mean time, my fair, 
Banith thy fears; and let me with this kiſs 
On the white ſottneſs of this lovely hand, 
For ever dedicate my heart. 


SYLVIA, 
Oh! Heavn's ! x 
Wat rauſt I do, Mama? 7 
CoNSTANTIA. 7 
Requite his love 


Witii tair return of thine, 


SYLVIA. 


Mui I do ſo? 
The tab appears not undelightful; yes, 1 
othee l can reſign myſelf. But tell me; 1 
Wut thou ne'er leave me? Wilt thou ever here 

Fix thy abode ? 


1 
* 
HexRico. f 
1 


No; wel convey thee nence, 

To tne {ft influence of a milder clime: 

There, like a flow'r tranſplanted, thou ſhalt flouriſh, 
And new regret this warmer ſouthern ſky, 8 
But thrive and ripen, to the wond' ring world F 
Unfolding ail thy lweets to higher bloom. 4 


V 
SYLVIA. F 
What place is that? And waither will ye bear me; 2 


Fra- 
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FERDINAND. 
To thy dear native ſoil, to England, love. 


SYLVIA. 


To England ! 


Henrico. 


Ves! the land of beauteous dames: 

Mongſt whom thy matchleſs excellence {hall ſuine 
With undiminiſh'd radiance, and exert 

It's gentle pow'r, by innocence endear'd, 

By virtue heighten'd, and by modeſt truth 
Attemper'd to ſuch ſweetneſs, that each fair, 
With unrepining heart, and glad content 

Shall own thy rival claim; and ev'ry youth, 
Touch'd by the graces of thy native beauty, 

Shall join to make thy form the public care. 


SYLVIA. 


I cannot quit this INand ; cannot leave 

Theſe woods, theſe Roens, theſe hills and deeypning 
vales, 

Theſe ſtreams oft-viſited, each well! KNOWN haunt, 

Where hand in hand wth innocence I've ſtray d, 

And taſted joys ſerene as is the ar, 

That pants upon yon trumbling Jeaves. 


'ERDINANDs; 


Such joys 

For thee ſhall bloſſom ! in ang native land, 

And new delights ariie. here cultur'd felds 
Wave with the golden harveſt; commerce pours 
Fach delicacy forth; there ſta cely domes 

Attract the wond'ring eye; there cities ſwarm 
With buſy throngs intenſe, and ſmiles around 


ES" Fong 
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A ſcene of active, cheerful, ſocial life. 
Thither I'll lead thee, ſweet. 


SYLVIA, 


And yet my heart 

Miſgives me much : does not contention there, 
And: civil diſcord render life a ſcene 

Of care, and toil, and ſtruggle? Does not war 
From foreign nations oft invade the land, 

With all his train of miſery and death? 


FERDINAND. 


Thy lovely fears are groundleſs. Ours the land, 
Where inward peace diffuſes ſmiles around, 

And ſcatters wide her bleſſings : there a king, 
(My friend comes later thence, and tells me all) 
There reigns a happy, venerable king, 

D:ſpc ning juſtice and maintaining laws, 

That bind like his people and himſelf. 

From that ſcource liberty, and ev'ry claim 

A free-born people boaſt, flow equal on, 

And harmonize the ſtate; while in the eve 

And calm decline of life our monarch ſees | 
A royal grandlon ſtill to higher luſtre 

Fach day expanding ; emulous to trace 

| lis grandſire's ſteps, to copy out his actions; | 
And bid the ray of freedom onward ſtretch 7 
10 ages yet unborn. 


SYLVIA. \ 


And do the people 
Know their own happinels ? 


FERDINAND. 
hey do, my ſweet: 


8 


Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd they behold their native rights ſecur'd ; 
Their commerce guarded, and the uſeful arts, 
That raiſe, that ſoften, and embelliſh life, 

All to perfection riſing. With a ſenſe 

Of their own bleſſing touch 'd, with one conſent 
They pour their treaſures, and exhauſt their blood 
In their king's righteous cauſe, Fair Albion thus 
Raiſes her envied head ; thus ev'ry threat 

Of foreign force, each menace of invaſion 

From a vain, vanquiſh'd, diſappointed foe, 

Like broken billows on her craggy cliffs, 

Shall murmur at her feet in vain. 


SYLVIA, 


Methinks 
] long to ſee this place. 


FERDINAND, 


My Sylvia, yes, 

Thou ſhalt return: propitious gales invite. 
Come, my Conſtantia— oh! what mix'd emotions 
Heave in this boſom at the ſight of thee ? 


ConsTANTIA. 


My heart runs o'er with exſtacy of joy, 

And tears muſt ſpeak my happineſs. I long 
To utter all my fond, fond thoughts ; to tell 
The ſtory of my woes, and hear of thine; 
While ar cach word our hearts ſhall melt within us, 
And thrill with griet, with tenderneſs, and love. 


FERDINAND. 


The tale ſhall ſerve us in our future hours 
Of render intercourſe, to ſweeten pain, 
to calm adycriity, and teach our fouls 


To 
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To bend in love, in gratitude, and praiſe 

To the 3 on high, who thus befriends 
The cauſe of innocence; who thus rewards 


Our ſuffering conſtancy; whoſe hand, tho' flow, 
Thus leads to rapture thro” a train of woe, 


End of te THIRD VOLUME. 


